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ADVERTISEMENT. 


T may not be improper to acquaint the 

Reader into whoſe hand this compilation 
may fall, that it was made for the uſe of a 
Congregation which hitherto had uſed the 
Verſion of Sternhold and Fophins, A defire 
of diſcontinuing the Old Verſion was almoſt 
eneral; difierent opinions, however, prevailed 
reſpecting the moſt eligible of ſucceeding ones. 
It was on comparing ſeveral of theſe toge- 
ther *, that an idea was firſt ſuggeſted of 
ſelecting from each Verſion, ſuch parts as 
had an evident ſuperiority: but as Excel- 
lence, wherever obſerved, was the profeſſed 
object of ſuch a ſelection, thoſe fingle Pſalms 
which had been happily tranflated or para- 
phraſed by eminent Hands r, became (as far 
as they could be ſung to familiar tunes) a 


valuable acquiſition ll, 


At the requeſt of ſome very reſpectable 
Characters,—and becauſe a ſuccin&t view of 
every Pſalm in its moſt devotional and poeti- 
cal torm, ſeemed peculiarly adapted to the 
time and c:roumſtances, it was here attempted, 


The alterations which have been made in 
order to preferve the ſenſe or connection of à 


* 


* As thoſe by Denham, Milbourne, Tate and Brady, Smart, 
Terrick, Watts, &c. to the diſtinguiſhed excellence of 
which laſt- mentioned Verſion this work ſtands deeply in- 
debted. | 

+,*'Such as Milton, Addiſon, Rowe, Steele, &c. 

|| Some admirable Hymrs compoſed on ſhort ſentences in 
the Pſalms by D:ddridge, Steele, and other writers of piety 
and genius, would gladly have been / inſerted, had they not 
appeared incompatible with a plan which profeſſes to ſelect 
Pfalms 6olv , and which, by comprehending the whole num- 
der, is ſufficiently extenfive, R 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


few paſſages, to correct an exceptionable gloſs, 
or to improve the form of a metre, ſcarcely 
deſerve notice: it may, however, afford plea- 


ſare to the ſcriptural Worſhipper to obſerve, 
that while Revelation has been regarded in 


an unveiled exhibition of its diſtinguiſhing 
doctrines, and acceptable words have been 
ſought for both the Uuder/fanding and the 


Heart, care is taken throughout, to avoid 


thoſe Peculiarities which diſtinguiſh any Sect. 


By abridging ſome Pſalms, and. introducing 
different Metres of others more generally 1n- 
tereſting, advantages are obtained which may 
excuſe ſo frequent an uſe of both expedients: 
by the former, the work is rendered more 
ſele& and devotional; by the latter, con- 
fiderable ſcope is afforded, not only for 
varying the Melody in worſhip, but alſo for 
that variety of /luſtration by which many 


of theſe inſpired. ſongs. are exhibited in their 


comprehenſive, as well as literal ſenſe— 
Writers who have ſucceſsfully. imitated the 
POET, may here unite with others who 
(chewing us © a yet more excellent way” 
4 the light and authority of the New 


ſtament) have unveiled the PROPHET, 


diſplayed his evangelical Views, entered into 
his Spirit and Experience, and adapted both 
to the ſervice of the Chriſtian Church. 


Should this Attempt prove, in the Divine 


Meditations of thoſe. for whoſe: uſe it was 


more immediately intended, or of improving 
that nobleſt part of their Public Worlli 


© 


P&Arsz, its defign will be fully accompliſheds. 


* 
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SELECTED FROM VARIOUS VERSIONS. 
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PSALM I. Metrei. 


I APPY the Man, whoſe cautious Feet 

Shun the broad Way that Sinners go; 
Who hates the Place where Atheiſts meet, 
And fears to talk as Scoffers do. 


2 He loves t employ his Morning-Light 
Among the Statutes of the Lord ; 

And ſpends tie wakeful Hours of Night, 
With Pleaſure pond'ring o'er his Word. 


3 He, like a Plant by gentle Streams, 

Shall flouriſh in immortal Green: 

And Heav'n will ſhine with kindeſt Beams 
On ev'ry Work his Hands begin. 


But Sinners find their Counſels croſt ;— 
As Chaff before the Tempeſt flies, 

So ſhall their Hopes be blown and loft, 
When the laft Trumpet ſhakes the Skies. 


; 5 In vain the Rebel ſeeks to ftand 


In Judgment with the pious Race 
The dreadful Jupoꝶ with ſtern Command 
Aſſigns him to a diffrent Place. 


6 © Strait is the Way my Saints have trad, 
<« I bleſt the Path, and drew it plain 
« But you would chooſe the crooked Road; 
ce And down it leads to endleſs. Pain,” 
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PS ALM I. Metre ii. 
How bleſt the Man, whoſe Ear 


Impious Counſel ſhuns to hear; 
Who nor loves, nor treads the Wa 


Where the Sons of Folly ſtray. 


2 But poſſeſs'd with ſacred Awe, 
Meditates, great Gov, thy Law; 
This by Day his fix d Eroploy, 
This by Night his conſtant joy. 


2 Like the Tree that, taught to grow 
Where the Streams refreſhing flow, 
He his fruitful Branch ihall f. "read, 
Proſp'rous, he no Leaf ſhall hed. 


- 4 See, ah! ſee a different Fate 
God's obdurate Focs. await ; 


See them, to his Wrath contign'd, 
Fly like Chaff before the Wind. 


5 When thy Tupce, O Earth, ſhall come, 
And to each aſſign his Doom; ; 
Say, ſhall then the i impious Pand 
With the Juſt aſſembled ſtand ? 


6 Theſe th' ALMIGHTY, theſe alone, 
Objects of his Love ſhall own; 


While his Vengeance who defy 
Whelm'd in endleſs Ruin lie. 


PS ALM II. Metre i. 
1 WH did the Gentiles rage, 


And Fews with one Accord 
Bend all their Counſels, to deſtroy 
Th' Anointed of the LoR b? 


PSALM IL 


2 Rulers and Kings agree 
To form a vain Defign : 
Againſt the Lonp their Pow'rs unite, 
Againſt his CyR13T they join. 


3 The Lond derides their Rage, 
And will ſupport his Throne; 
He that hath rais'd Em from the Dead, 
Tath own'd Him for his Sox. 


4 Now He's aſcended high, 
And aſks to rule the Earth; | 
The Merit of his Blood He pleads, ' 
And pleads his heav'nly Birth. 


5 He aſks, and Gop beſtows 
A large Inheritance; 
Far as the World's remoteſt Bounds 
His Kingdom ſhall advance. 


6 Te Nations that rebel, 
Matt feel his Iron Rod; 
He'll vindicate thoſe Honours well 
Which He receiv'd from Go. 


7 Be wiſe, ye Rulers, now., 
And. worthip at his Throne; 
With trembliag Joy, ye People, bow 
To Gop's exalted SON, 
8 If once his Wrath ariſe, 
Ve periſh on the Place ; 
Then bleſſed is the Soul that flies 
For Refuge to his Grace. 
8 


1 
PSALM II. Metre ii. 


I \ \ THY did the Nations join to ſlay 
The Loxp's Anointed Sox ? 
Why did they caſt his Laws away, 
And tread his Goſpel down ? 


2 The Lob that fits above the Skies, 
Derides their Rage below ; 
He ſpeaks with Vengeance in his Eyes, 
And ftrikes their Spirits through. 


3 * I call Him my Eternal Sox, 
« And raiſe Him from the Dead; 
« ] make my holy Hill his Throne, 
“And wide his Kingdom ſpread. 


4 © Aſk me, my Sox, and then enjoy 
« The utmoſt Heathen Lands: 
« Thy Rod of Iron ſhall deſtroy 
« 'The Rebel that withſtands.” 


5 Be wiſe, ye Rulers of the Earth, 
Obey th* Anointed Loxp, 
Adore the King of heav'nly Birth, 
And tremble at his Word, 


6 With humble Love addreſs his Throne; 
For if he frowns, ye die: 
'Thoſe are fecure, and thoſe alone, 
Who on his Grace rely. 


PS ALM III. Metre i. 


I Y Gop, how many are my Fears! 
| How faſt my Foes increaſe ! 
Conſpiring my eternal Death, 
They break my preſent Peace. 


PSALM III. 9 


2 But Thou, my Glory and my Strength, 
Shalt on the Tempter tread, 
Shalt ſilence all my threat'ning Guilt, 
And raiſe my drooping Head. 


31 _ ; and from his holy Hill 
e bow'd a liſt'ning Ear: 
I call'd my Father and my Go, 
And he ſubdu'd my Fear. 


4 He ſhed ſoft Slumbers on mine Eyes, 

In ſpite of all my Foes; 

I *woke, and wonder'd at the Grace 
That guarded my Repoſe. 


5 What though the Hoſts of Death and Hell 
All arm'd againft me ſtood, 
Terrors no more ſhall ſhake my Soul ; 
My Refuge is my Gop. 


6 Ariſe, O Lord, fulfil thy Grace, 
While I thy Glory ſing: 
My Gop has broke the Serpent's Teeth, 
And Death has loſt his Sting. 


7 Salvation to the Lox D belongs; 
His Arm alone can ſave: 

Bleſſings attend thy People here, 

And reach beyond the Grave. 


PSALM III. Metre ii. 


I 0 Lory, how many are my Foes 
In this weak State of Fleſh and Blood 
My Peace they daily diſcompoſe; 
But my 6 Hope is Gon. 
5 


6 PSALM IV. 


2 Tir'd with the Burdens of the Day, 
To Thee I rais'd an Ev'ning Cry; 
Thou heard'ſt when I began to pray, 
And thine Almighty Help was nigh. 


3 Supported by thine heav'nly Aid, 
I laid me down and flept ſecure ; , 
Not Death could make my Heart afraid, 
Though I ſhould wake and riſe no more. 


4 My Gop fuſtain'd me all the Night: 
Salvation doth. to Gop belong: 
He rais'd my Head to ſee the Light, : 
And make his Praiſe my Morning Song. 


PSALM IV. Metrei. 


I ORD, Thou wilt hear me when I pray, 
] am for ever thine; © 
I fear before Thee all the Day, 
Nor would I dare to fin. 


2 And while I reſt my weary Head, 
From Cares and Buſineſs free, 

' ?Tis ſweet converſing on my Bed 
With my own Heart and Thee. 


3 I pay this Ev'ning-Sacrihice ; | . 
And when my Work is done, 
Great Gop, my Faith and Hope relies 
Upon thy Grace alone. i 


4 Thus with my Thoughts compos'd to Peace, 
I'll give mine Eyes to ſleep ; 
S - Thy Hand in Safety keeps my Days, 
| And will my Slumbers keep, 


H 
PS ALM IV. Metre ii. 


I O Gop of Grace and Righteouſneſs, 
Hear and attend when I complain ; 

Thou haſt enlarg'd me in Diſtreſs, 

Bow down a gracious Ear again. 


2 Ye Sons of Men, in vain ye try 

To turn my Glory into Shame; 

How long will Scoffers love to lie, 

And dare reproach my Savioux's Name? 


Know that the LorD divides his Saints 
From all the Tribes of Men beſide ; 
He hears the Cry of Penitents, 

For the dear fake of CHRISH who ayd. 


4 When our obedient Hands have done 
A thouſand Works of Righteouſneſs, 
We put our Truſt in Gop alone, 
And glory in his pard'ning Grace. 


5 Let the unthinking Many wp 
Ibo will beſtow ſome 8 Go 99 


But, Lozp,-thy Light and Hoe we pray,' 
Our Souls deſire this heav'nly Food. 


6 Then ſhall my cheerful Pow'rs rejoice 
At Grace and Favours ſo divine; 


Nor will I change my happy Choice, 
For all their Corn and all their Wine. L 


PSALM. V, 


1 in the Morning thou ſhalt hear 
My Voice aſcending high: N 
To Thee will I direct my Pray'r, * 
To Thee lift up * Eye. 

A 


8 PSALM V. 


2 Up to the Hills where CRRISIT is gone 
To plead for all his Saints, 
Preſenting at his FaTHER's Throne 
Our Songs and our Complaints. 


3 Thou art a Gow, before whoſe Sight 
The Wicked ſhall not ſtand; 
Sinners ſhall ne'er be thy Delight, 
Nor dwell at thy right Hand. 


4 But to thy Houſe will J reſort, 
To taſte thy Mercies there; 
J will frequent thine holy Court, 
And worſhip in thy Fear. 


5 O may thy Serr1T guide my Feet 
In Ways of Righteouſneſs ! 
Make ev'ry Path of Duty ſtraight 
And plain before my Face. 


6 The Men that love and fear thy Name 
Shall ſee their Hopes fulfil'd; 
The mighty Gop will compaſs them 
With Favour as a Shield. 


PSAL M VI. Metre i. 


1 IN Mercy, not in Wrath, rebuke 
Thy feeble Worm, my Gop; 
My Spirit dreads thine angry 
And trembles at thy Rod. 


2 Have Mercy, Lord, for I am weak, 
Regard my heavy Groans; _ 

O let thy Voice of Comfort ſpeak, 

And my broken Bones. 


PSALM VI. 9 
3 My Soul quite faints, but, Loxp, how long 
Shall I no Anſwer have? 
O turn, and free my Soul from Wrong, 
My Soul in Mercy ſave. 


4 Return, and ſhew thy Pow'r to ſave 
And ſpare my fainting Breath ; 
For who can praiſe Thee in the Grave? 
Or ſing thy Name in Death? 


5 All Night my reſtleſs Bed with Tears, 
With Tears my Couch o'erflows ; 

My Sight quite dim with Age appears, 

hrough my prevailing Þ oes. | 


6 But hence ye Enemies depart, 
Nor tempt me to deſpair ; 
My Saviou comes to cheer my Heart, 
he LorD hath heard my Pray'r, 


PSAL M VI... Metre ii. 


I Spare me, LoRD, nor o'er my Head 
The Fulneſs of thy Vengeance ſhed, 
With pitying Eye my Weakneſs view, 
Heal my vex'd Soul, my Strength renew, 
Permit my Pains their Bounds to know, 
And fix a Period to my Woe. * 


2 Return, great Gon, return and fave 
Thy Servant from the greedy Grave : 
Shall Death's cold, ſilent Tongue, O ſay, - 
The Records of thy Pow'r diſplay ? - 
Or pale Corruption's ſtartled: Ear 
Thy Praiſe within its Priſon hear? 
1 


10 PS ALM VI. 


3 By e Grief, and Care oppreſs'd, 5 
While Groans perpetual heave my Breaſt, 
And Tears in large Profuſion ſhed, 
Inceſſant lave my ſleepleſs Bed; 
My Life, though yet in mid Career, 
Beholds the Winter of its Year.” , 


4 Hence ye Profane:— My Saviour hears; 
While yet I ſpeak, he wipes my Tears; 
Accepts my Pray'r, and bids each Foe, 7 
With Shame, his vain Attempts forego.— 
They, ſtruck with Horror from on high, 
In wild Diſorder backward fly. 


PSALM VII. 


a: Save me, LokD, and to my Foes I 
Do Thou (in Thee I truſt) oppoſe 
Thy Pow'r ;—and let the Arm divine, 
Stretch'd in my Cauſe, beſpeak me thine. 


2 My Gop, if Truth their Cenſure guide, 2 
If Guilt be in my Deeds deſcry'd, 

Low in the Duſt my Life be laid, 

And Earth's dark Womb my Glory ſhade, 


3 Riſe, mightieſt Loꝶ p, triumphant riſe, 
O'er each whoſe Hand thy Pow'r defies j 


Aſcend thy Throne, great God, again, 
And vindicate thy. Ways to Men, 


4 O Thou whoſe ſtriAly ſearching Eye q 5 
The Heart and inmoſt Reins can try; 1 

Sin's baneful Growth do Thou control, q 

And guard from Hl the upright Soul. 


FSC 


PSALM VII. 11 


5 Th' impartial Jo po, whoſe Eyes each Day 
Caſt o'er the Earth their tric Survey: 
'To Him, my Soul, for Help repair, 
He makes the faithful Heart his Care. 


6 If Man his Law refuſe to know, 
He whets his Sword, He bends his Bow, 
And points with Fire the winged Dart, 
Ordain'd to pierce th* Oppreſſor's Heart. 


7 Thy Truth, O Loxo, ſhall on my Breaſt 
In ſweet Remembrance ſtand impreſt; 
With grateful Joy my Heart inſpire, 
And wake to ceaſeleſs Praiſe my Lyre. 


PSAL MM VIII. Metrei. 


1 LorD, our Gop, how wondrous great 
Is thine exalted Name! | 
The Glories of thy heav'nly State 
Let Men and Babes proclaim. 


2 When I behold thy Works on high, 
The Moon that rules the Night, 
And Stars that well adorn the Sky, 

Thoſe moving Worlds of Light: 


3 LorD, what is Man, or all his Race, 
Who dwells fo far below, | 
That Thou ſhould'ſt viſit him with Grace, 
And love his Nature ſo! 


4 That thy eternal Sow ſhould bear 

To take a mortal Form, ' 
Made lower than his Angels are, 
To fave a dying Worm! * 


12 PSALM VIII. 
5 Let Him be crown'd with Majeſty, 6 
Who bow'd his Head to Death: | 
And be his Honours ſounded high, 
By all Things that have Breath. 


6 Jesvs, our Lokn, how wond'rous great 0 
Is thine cxalted Name 1 
The Glories of thy heav'nly State | 
Let the whole Earth proclaim. 


PS ALM VIE. Metre ii. 


1 IMmortal Kino! thro? Earth's wide Frame 

| Ho great thy Honour, Praiſe, and Name! 

From Infants Thou canſt Strength upraiſe, 
And form their liſping Tongues to praiſe, 


2 When, rapt in Thought, with wakeful Eye 
I view the Wonders of the Sky ; 
Whoſe frame thy Fingers o'er our Head 
In rich Magnificence have fpread : 4 


3 The ſilent Moon, with waxing Horn, 
Along th' ethereal Region borne; 
The Stars, with vivid Luſtre crown'd, 
That nightly walk their deftin'd Round. 


4 Lorn, what is Man, that in thy Care 
His humble Lot ſhould find a Share 
-Or what the Son of Man, that Thou 
Thus to his Wants thine Ear ſhould*ſt bew? 


His Rank awhile, by thy Decree, 

Th' angelic 'I ribes beneath them ſee, 

Till round: him thy imparted Rays 
Wich unextinguiſh'd Glory blaze. 


PSALM VII. 13 


6 Immortal Kix OI] thro' Earth's wide Frame 
How 4 * thy Honour, Praiſe, and Name 
Whole Reign o'er diſtant Worlds extends, 
Whole (lor) yHeav'ns vaſt Height tranſcends, 


PS ALM IX. Metre i. 


I =? celebrate thy Praiſe, O Lord, 
I will my Heart prepare; 
To all the liſt'ning World thy Works, 
Thy wondrous Works declare. 


2 The Thought of them ſhall to my Soul 
Exalted \ Pleaſures bring; | 
While to thy Name, O Thou MosT Hicn, 
Triumphant Praiſe I ſing. 


Gop i is a conſtant, ſure-Defence 
Againſt oppreſſing Rage; 

As Troubles riſe, his needful Aids 
In our Behalf engage. 


4 All thoſe who have his Goodneſs prov'd 
Will on his Truth confide; 

Whoſe Mercy ne'er forſook the Man 
That on his Help rely'd. 


5 Sing Praiſes therefore to the Lon, 
p rom, Sion his Abode, 
Proclaim his Deeds, till all the World 
Confeſs no other Gop. 


PSAL M IX. Metreii. 


1 1 Lox, I boaſt my Bliſs ſupreme, 
Thy Praiſe my Song'sexhauſtleſs Theme: 
O Higher than ＋ 2 higheſt, Hail! 
THrov, Trov haſt bid my Cauſe prevail, 


14 PSALM IX. 


2 Come ye, who in the dang'rous Hour 3 
Wiſh for your Guard the ſtrong- built 

Each Terror to the Winds reſign'd, [ Tow'r; 

In God a ſurer Refuge find. 


3 The Souls that, once oppreſs'd with Voc, ; 4 
Havelearn'd thy Name, great G op, to know, 
Their Hope on Thee ſhall {li1] ſuſtain, 

Whom none has ſought, and ſought in vain. 


PIT I 15 
40 Tnov, whoſe Care prolongs my Breath, | 
And lifts me from the Gates of Dcath ; 


Thy Servant's Woes attentive view, | 
While impious Men my Steps purſue, A 6 


5 So ſhall thy Praiſe employ my Tongue, 
And Sion's Portals hear my Song, 
While with experienc'd Heart I ſhow 
What Joys from thy Salvation flow. 
6 In Sin Gop has fix'd his Reſt ; 
O be his Fraiſe aloud confeſt 1 
His Acts through ev'ry Clime reſound, 
Far as to Earth's extremeſt Bound. 


PSA LI X. Metre l. 
1 "HY doth the LoRD ſtand of ſo far? 
And why cönceal his Face, 
When great Calamities appear, 
And Limes of deep Diſtreſs? 
2 Log, ſhall the Wicked, ill deride 1 3 
hy Juſties and thy PowWwr ?: f 


. 


Shall they adyance their Heads in Pride, 
And Kill thy Saints devour?” 


2 ot WO. 


PSUHOMNE a 


3 They put thy Judgments from their Sight, 
And then inſult the Poor; 
They boaſt in their exilted/Heighty' 
'& hay they ſhall fall no more. wth 


4 Ariſe, O Go, lift up thine Hand, 
Attend our humble Cry; 
No Enemy ſhall dare to ſtand 
When Gop aſcends: on High. 


5 Thou wilt prepare our Hearts to pray, 


And cauſe thine Ear to hear: 
He hearkens what his Children ſay, * | 
And puts the World in Fear, 


6 Proud Tyrants ſhall no more oppreſs, 
No more deſpiſe the Juſt ; 
And mighty Sinners ſhall confeſs. 
They are but Earth and Duſt. 


PS ALM X. Metre il. — 
TReig ny 


"HINE is the Throne: Beneath thy 
Immortal KI xl the Tribes profane 

Behold their Dreams of Conqueſt Hens 
And vaniſh to be ſeen no more. 8 


2 The meek Obſerver of thy Laws | 
To Thee commits his injur'd Cauſe 
In Thee, each anxious Fear reſign'd, 
The Fatherleſs a Father find. 


3 Thou, Lox, thy People's Wiſh carl read, 
Ere from their Lips the Pray'r proceed; 
*T1s, Thine their dropping Hearts to rear, 
And . to ev'ry, Sig thine 5 9 2718 


ae. 
4 The weeping Orphan's Cheek to dry, 


The guiltleſs Suff rer's Cauſe to try; 


To rein each earth-born Tyrant's Will, 
And bid the Sons of Pride be ſtill. 


PSALM XL. 


x Refuge is the Gop of Love; 


VI Why do my Foes inſult and cry 
« Fly like a tim*rous trembling Dove; 
« To diſtant Woods or Mountains fly ? 


2 If Government be all deſtroy'd, 


3 The Lord in Heav'n has fix'd his Throne; 


- 


T 


(That firm Foundation of our Peace 
And Violence make Juſtice void, 
Where ſhall the Righteous ſeek Redreſs ? 


His Eyes ſurvey the World below : 
To him all mortal Things are known; 
His Eyelids ſearch our Spirits through. 


4 If He afflicts his Saints fo far, 


To prove their Love, and try their Grace, 
What er bold Tranſgreſſors fear? 
His very Soul abhors their Ways. 


5 The righteous Lord loves righteous Souls, 


Whoſe Thoughts and Actions are ſincere ; 
And with a gracious Eye beholds 
'The Men that his own Image bear, 


PSALM XII. 
Help me, Lox, for few I ſee, 


24 Whoſe Acts conform to thy Decree; 


New Arts of Fraud each Heart has known, 


And ſpeaks a Language not its own; 


But Gop with Vengeance arm'd ſhall riſe, 
And ſcourge the Tongues of Pride and Lies, 


PSALM' XIE. 17 


2 * Enough (th' eternal SIR has cry'd) 
„Enough my ſuff'ring Saints have figh'd, 
«To Me diſclos'd their ceaſeleſs Fear, 

« And pour'd their Sorrows in mine Ear: 
« My Hand ſhall fee their Wrongs redreſt, 
« And ſooth to Peace the troubled Breaſt.” 


3 Pure are thy Words, Almighty Lokp, 
As Silver oft by Fire explor d: 
Thy Love each faithful. Heart ſhall ſhare, 
And joy in thy protecting Care I ſpread, 
Unmov'd ;—tho? Wrongs the Earth O er- 


And Vice triumphant lifts it Head. 


PSALM XIII. 


H long wilt thou conceal 3 Face? 
My Gop, how long delay! 

When {hal I feel thoſe heav'nly Rays 
That chaſe my Fears away? 


2 How long ſhall m = poor lab'ring Soul 
Wreſtle and toil-in vain ? 
Thy Word can all my Foes control, 
And eaſe my raging Pain. 


3 See how the Prince of Darkneſs tries 
All his malicious Arts; | 
He ſpreads a Miſt around my Eyes, 
And throws his fiery Darts. 


4 Be Thou my Sun, be Thou my Shield, % 
My Soul in Safety keep; 
Make haſte before mine Eyes are rd 4 
In Death's eternal Sleep. 


a PSALM XIII. 


5 Sinee L haye always plac'd my Truſt 6 
Beneath thy Mercy's Wing, 
Thy ſaying Health will come, and . ; 
My Heart with Joy ſhall ſpring. 65 


6 Thou wilt diſplay that ſov*reign Grace 
-Where all my Hopes have hung ; 
I ſhall employ my Lips in Praiſe, 1 
And Victry / ſhall be ſung: L 


"PSALM. xy.” 


HOLD the Fook whoſe Heart denies 20 
The Gop who formꝰd the Earth and Skies! 

While, fearleſs, Sin's worſt Paths he treads, 

Mark how the dire Example ſpreads 


A Th©ETERNAL Mox AR c from on High 3-1 
Caſt on the Sons of Earth his Eye, 
If haply ſome He yet might ſee 
From Error's baleful Influence free. 


3 Whoſe Lives an impious Age might ſhame, + 4 
Who ſought his Love, and own'd his Name; 

Who midſt inſectious Times have ſtood 4 
Unſtain'd, and obſtinately good. $ 


4 He look'd: but ah ! not one could find 5 
To Virtue's Heav'n- taught Rules inclin'd : hs 
Each led from, Wiſdom's Path _ | F 
Purſues the Tenour of his Way. 


5 Who, mightieſt Lon p, to Hrael "Be 6 
Shall bid 15 with'd A 7 0 | 
From Sion's Hill its 9 25555 5955 + | ; 
Extend art] round us pour che Day? ; 


PSALM XIV. 19 


6 When Thou (thy Pow'r the Work demands) 
Shall back recall out captive Bands, (F rame, 
Qur ceaſeleſs Shouts, taro* Heav'n's wide 
Shall 1 Mau o Y oy anyone 


PSALM XV. 


: PID who's the happy Man that may 
To. thy bleſt Courts repair? 


1 ? o 


Not Wing like, to viſit Nan 
But to inhabit there? 70 B 


2 The Man who walks in pidus Ways, 
And works with righteous Hande | 
Who truſts his Maker's Promiſes, ' 
And follows his Commands. 


3 He, ſpeals the Meaning of his Heart, 
Nor ſlanders with his Tongue 

* ſcarce believe an ill Report, rol 1 
Nor do his Neighbour wrong. 


4 Who Vice, in all its Pomp and e 

Can Fea with. juſt Neglect; | 
And Piety, hough Pe 25 in Rags, & 

Religioully reſpect. ... | 


5 Who on his plighted Vows and Truſt” 

Has ever firmly ſtood; | 

| And though he promiſe to bis Loſs, 
He makes his Promiſe good. 


4 Whoſe Hands diſdain a golden Bribe, 
And never g the Poor; x 
This Man, when 0 ade 8 Foundation ſhakes ; 
ON with God ſecure. 
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e A l Kyi. 
1. DReſerve me, Lox p, in Time of Need, 
For Succour to thy Throne I flee, 
But have no Merits there to plead; 
My Goodneſs cannot reach to Thee. 


2 Oft have my Heart and Tongue confeſt 
How empty and how poor I am; 

My Praiſe; can never make Thee bleſt, 
Nor add new Glories to thy Name. 


3 Vet, Lorp, thy Saints on Earth may reap 
Some Profit by the Good I do; 
Theſe are the Company I keep, 
Theſe are the choiceſt Friends I know. 


4 Let. others chooſe the Sons of Mirth, 
To give a reliſh to their Wine þ 
I love the Men ofi heav*nly Birth, 5 
Whoſe Thoughts and Language are divine. 


| RAR T II. 
5 HOW faſt their Guilt and Sorrows riſe, 
Who haſte to ſeek ſome Idol-God!. [. 
J will not taſte their Sacrifice, | 3. 
Their Off ' rings of forbidden Blood, 1 E 


6 My Gop provides a richer Cup, 
And nobler Food to live upon: 
He for my Life has offer*d'up 
Jesvs his beſt, beloved Son. 


7 His Love is my perpetual Feaſt; 
By Day his Counſels guide me right: | 


8 - 


IO 


And be his Name for ever bleſt, 
Who gives me ſweet Advice by Night. 


x 
4% . 
3 


f 


| PSALM XVI. 21 
$ I ſet Him ſtill before mine Eyes; 
At my right Hand He ſtands, prepar'd 
To keep my Soul from all Surpriſe, 
And be my everlaſting Guard. 


1 
WHEN Goy is nigh, my Faith is ſtrong, 
- His Arm is my Almighty Prop: 
Be glad, my Heart, rejoice my Tongue, 


My dying Fleſh ſhall reſt in Hope. 


10 Tho' in the Duſt I lay my Head, | 
Yet, gracious Gop, Thou wilt not leave 
My Soul for-ever with the Dead, 

Nor loſe thy Children in the. Grave. 


11 My Fleſh ſhall thy firſt Call obey, 
Shake off the Dull, and riſe on high; 
Then ſhalt Thou lead the wondrous Way 
© Up to thy Throne above the Sky. 


12 There Streams of endleſs Pleaſure flow ; 
And full Diſcov'ries of thy Grace 
(Which we but taſted here below) 

Spread heav'nly Joys thro? all the Place, 
PSALM XVI. Metre i. 
I . A RISE, my gracious Gop 
A And make the Wicked flec . 


They are but thy chaſtizing Rod, 
To drive thy —— to bee. 


a2 Behold, the Sinner dies, 


His haughty Words are vain 5 
Here in this Life his Pleaſure lies 
And all beyond Pain. 
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3 Then let his Pride advance, 
And boaſt of all his Store ; 
The Lox is my Inheritance, 
My Soul can wiſh no more. 


I ſhall behold the Face 

Of my forgiving Gop ; | 
And ſtand complete in Righteouſneſs, 

Waſh'd in my SAviour's Blood. 


5 There's a new Heav'n begun 
When I awake from Death, 
Dreſt in the Likeneſs of thy Sox, 


And draw immortal Breath. 


PSALM XVII. Metreii. 


I ORD, I am thine, but Thou wilt prove 
My Faith, my Patience, and my Love: 
When Men of Spite againſt me join, 
They are the Sword, the Hand is thine, 


2 Their Hope and Portion lie below ; 
Tis all the Happineſs they know, 
*T'is all they ſeek; they take their Shares, 


And leave the reſt among their Heirs, 


3 What Sinners value, I reſign; 
Los, tis enough that Thou art mine: 
I ſhall behold thy bliſsful Face, 


And ſtand complete in Righteouſneſs. 


4 This Life's a Dream, an empty Show ; 
But the bright World to which I go, 
Hath Joys ſubſtantial and ſincere 
When ſhall I wake, and find me there ? 


PSALM XVII. 23 


5 O glorious Hour! O bleſt Abode ! 
I ſhall be near and like my God! 
And Fleſh and Sin no more control 
The ſacred Pleaſures of the Soul. 


6 My Fleſh ſhall lumber in the Ground, 
Till the laſt 'Trumpet's joyful Sound; 
Then burſt the Chains with ſweet Surpriſe, 
And in my SAvIOUR's Image rife. 


PS ALM XVII. Metre iii. 


1 D Efore thy Throne, whoſe Eyes can read 
Each inmoſt Thought, —-my Cauſe I 
lead. | 
O Thou my Guardian, Thou my Guide, 
Forbid my wav'ring Feet to ſlide 
To Thee (for Thou the Pray'r canſt hear), 
To Thee my ſuppliant Voice I rear. 


2 What Care the Apple of the Eye 
Demands, — that Care to me apply; 
While all my Hopes on Thee repoſe, 
To me thy wondrous Grace diſcloſe, 

« And keep, O keep me, King of Kings, 
« Beneath thy own Almighty Wings !” 


3 Riſe, Lok p, and let me by thy Aid 
A pamper'd Crowd's deep Snares evade, 
W hoſe Heart, with impious Fury ſtung, 
To mad Preſumption prompts their Tongue: 
Whoſe Days, with Life's full Bleflings 
fraught, _ | 
ToEarth's low Sceneconfine their Thought. 
B 2 
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4 Far other, Bliſs my S-ul ſhall own, 

A Bliſs to guilty Minds unknown :— 

O! when, awaken'd by thy Care, 
Thy Face I view, thy Image bear, 

How ſhall my Breaſt with I'ranſport glow! 
What full Delight my Heart o'erflow |! 


PS ALM XVIII. 


1 LEST OspJecr of my Soul's Deſire, 
On Thee my ſtedfaſt Hope 1 build; 

To Thee my grateful Thoughts aſpire; 

My Gop, my Reſt, my Fock, my Snield. 


2 To Thee my Tow'r, my Strength, I'll pray; 
What Foes ſhall then my Terror raiſe ? 
What Bands combin'd my Heart diſmay, 
While thus I pay my Debt of Praiſe ? 


3 Death arm'd with Terrors, Hell with Woes, *' 


Around me caſt their diſmal. Shade; 
While Floods of high "Temptations roſe, 
And made my ſinking Soul afraid. 


4 To Heav'n I made my mournful Pray'r ; 
To Gop addreſs'd my humble Moan ; 
He graciouſly inclin'd his Ear, 

And heard me from his lofty Throne. 


P48 T7: IL 


5 WHEN Gop aroſe my Part to take, 

The conſcious Earth-was ſtruck with Fear; 
The Hills did at his Preſence ſhake, 

Nor could his dreadful Fury bear. 


11 
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6 Thick Clouds of Smoke diſpers'd abroad, 
Enſigns of Wrath before Him came; 
Devouring Fire around Him glow'd, 
That Coals were kindled at its Flame. 


7 He left the beauteous Realms of Light, 
While Heav'n bow'd down its awful Head; 
Beneath his Feet ſubſtantial Night 
Was like a ſable Carpet ſpread. 


8 The Chariot of the KING of Kings, 
Which active Troops of Angels drew, 
On a ſtrong Tempeſt's rapid Wings 
With glowing Wheels impetuous flew. 


9 Black wat'ry, Miſts and Clouds conſpir'd 


With thickeſt Shades his Face to veil; 
But at his Brightneſs ſoon retir'd, 1 
And fell in Show'rs of Fire and Hail: 


10 Thro' Heav'n's wide Arch a thund' ring 
God's angry Voice did loudly roar; [ Peal 
While Earth's-fad Face with Heaps of Hail, 
And Flakes of Fire, was cover'd o'er. 


PART. III. 


11 GREAT Gon, when thy fierce Fur 
Diſtracted Nature trembling lay; [ſtorm'd, 
And the unfathom'd Deep, deform'd ' 

Through horrid Ruptures, felt the Day. 


12 The Sea's old Parent-Springs appear d, 
And the great World's Foundations torn 
The tott'ring Hills their Dooms- day fear'd, 
By thy impetuous Wrath o' erborne. | 
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13 To me yet was his Love engag'd 
His Brow with ſofter Glory ſhin'd 3 
He ſav'd me from the Gulphs enrag'd, 
And all the greedy Floods combin'd, 


14 His gracious Arm ſtill reſcues me 
From all my Foes' inſulting Hate; 
That Arm, which me alone can free, 
And their prevailing Force abate. 


15 Their Rage my ſaddeſt Moments watch'd, 


But Gop was then my Guard, my Stay 
He lov'd, He lov'd my Soul, and ſnatch'd 
From hungry Jaws the fainting Prey. 


1+ & a. £ 


16 JUST are thy Ways, and true thy Word, 


Great Rock of my ſecure Abode : 
Who is a God beſide the Lorp ? 
Or where's a Refuge like our. Gop ? 


17 Tis He that girds me with his Might, 
Gives me his holy Sword to wield ; 
And while with Sin and Hell I fight, 
Spreads his Salvation for my Shield. 


18 He lives (and bleſſed be my Rock), 
The Gop of my Salvation lives : 

The dark Deſigns of Hell are broke; 
Sweet is the Peace my FATHER gives. 


19 Before the Scoffers of the Age, 
I Will exalt my FArHER's Name; 
Nor tremble at their mighty Rage, 
But meet Reproach, and bear the Shame. 


* 
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20 To David and his royal Seed 
Thy Grace for ever ſhall extend : 
Thy Love to Saints in Cnr1sT their Head, 
Knows not a Limit, nor an End. 


PSALM XIX, Metre i. 


I EHOLULD the lofty Sk 
Declares its Maker Gop, 
; And all his ſtarry Works on high 

| | Proclaim his OY abroad. 


'd 2 The Darkneſs and the Light 
Still keep their Courſe the ſame; -: 
While Night to Day, and Day to Night, 
Divinely teach his Name. 


rd, 3 In ev'ry diff'rent Land 
1 Their gen'ral Voice is known; 
They ſhew the Wonders of his Hand, 
And Orders of his Throne. 


His Laws are juſt and pure, 

His 'Truth without Deceit, 
His Promiſes for ever ſure, 

And his Rewards are great, 


5 Not Honey to the Taſte 
Affords ſo much Delight, 
Nor Gold that has the Furnace paſs'd 
So much allures the Sight. 


6 While of thy Works I ſing, 
Thy Glory to proclaim, 
Accept the Praiſe, my Gop, my Kine, 
In my antes Name, 
; 4 
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PART II. 


7 BEHOLD the Morning Sun 
Begins his glorious Way; 
His Beams through all the Nations run, 
And Life and Light convey. 


8 But where the Goſpel comes, 
It ſpreads diviner Light; | 
It calls dead Sinners from their Tombs, 
And gives the Blind their Sight. 


How perfect is thy Word | 
And all thy Judgments juſt : 
For ever ſure thy Promiſe, LoRp 

And Men ſecurely truſt. F 


10 T hear thy Word with Love, 
And I would fain obey; a 
Send thy good Spirit from above, 
Jo guide me, leſt I ſtray. 


11. Warn me of ev'ry Sin; 
Forgive my ſecret Faults ; 
And cleanſe this guilty Soul of mine, 
Whoſe Crimes exceed my Thoughts, 


12 While with my Heart and Tongue 
I ſpread thy Praiſe abroad ; 
Accept the Worſhip and the Song, 
My Saviour and my Gop ! 


PSALM XIX. Metreii. 


I r Heav'ns declare thy Glory, Loxp, 
In ev'ry Star thy Wiſdom ſhines: 


But when our Eyes behold thy Word, 
We read thy Name in fairer Lines. 
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2 The rolling Sun, the changing Light, 
And Nights and Days thy Pow'r — 
But the bleſt Volume Thou haſt writ 
Reveals thy Juſtice and thy Grace. 


3 Sun, Moon, and Stars, convey thy Praiſe 
Round the whole Earth, and never ſtand: 
So when thy Truth began its Race, 

It touch'd, and glanc'd on ev'ry Land. 


4 Nor ſhall thy ſpreading Goſpel reſt, 
Till thro' the World thy Truth has run : 
Till CHRIST has all the Nations bleſt 
That ſee the Light, or feel the Sun. 


Great Sun oF RiGHTEoUSNESss, ariſe, 
Bleſs the dark World with heav'nly Light; 
Thy Goſpel makes the Simple wiſe, 

Thy Laws are pure, thy Judgments right. 


6 Thy nobleſt Wonders here we view 

In Souls renew'd, and Sins forgiv'n; 
Lok, cleanſe my Sins, my Soul renew, 
And make 2 ord my Guide to Heav'n. 


P 8 A L M XIX. Metre iii, 


HE ſpacious Firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal Sky, 
And ſpangled Heav*ns, a ſhining Frame, 
Their great Original proclaim : 


2 Th' unweary'd Sun, from Day to Day, 
Does his Creator's Pow! r diſplay ; 
And publiſhes to ev'ry Land. 
The Work of an Almighty Hand. 
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3 Soon as the Ev'ning Shades prevail, 
The Moon takes up the wondrous Tale, 
And nightly, to the liſt'ning Earth, 
Repeats the Story of her Birth : 


4 While all the Stars that round her burn, 
And all the Planets in their Turn, 
Confirm the Tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread the Truth from Pole to Pole. 


5 What though, in ſolemn Silence, All 
Move: round the dark terreſtrial Ball ? 
What though nor real Voice nor Sound 
Amid their radiant Orbs be found ? 


6 In Reaſon's Ear they all * 
And utter forth a glorious Voice, 
For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, 


„The Hand that made Us is DrvI NE.“ 


PSAL M XIX. Metreiv. 


1 G the Heav'ns aloud proclaim 
Through their wide extended Frame, 
And the Firmament each Hour 
Speaks the Wonders of his Pow'r. 


2 Night to Night, and Day to Day, 
Joys the Notice to convey ; 
7 — the Heav'n- taught Knowledge boaſts 


hrough her many-languag'd Coaſts. 


3 While the Sun above her Head 
Sees his Tabernacle ſpread, 

And from out his Chamber bright, 
Like a Bridegroom, ſprings to Sight. 


PSALM XIX. 31 


4 Sce him, with gigantic Pace, 
Toyous, run his deſtin'd Race; 
And to all, with welcome Ray, 
Life and genial Warmth convey. 


5 Warmth and Life each thankful Heart 
Feels thy Word, great Gop, impart; 
Which the childlike Mind explores, 

And to heav'nly Science ſoars. 


6 Preſt with Sorrows, Doubts, and Fears, 
What like this the Spirit cheers ? | 
Taught by this, thy Servant's Breaſt 
Joys thy Bleſſings to atteſt. 


PART I. 


7 BEST InsTRUcToR, from thy Ways 
Who can tell how oft he ſtrays ! 
Purge me from the Guilt that lies 
Wrapt within my Heart's Diſguiſe. 


8 Let me thence, by Thee renew'd, 
Each preſumptuous Sin exclude : 
So my Lot ſhall ne'er be join'd 
With the Men of impious Mind. 


. 


9 Let my T ongue, from Error free, 
Speak the Words approv'd by Thee ; 
To thy all-obſerving Eyes 
Let my Thoughts accepted riſe. 


10 While I thus thy Name adore, 
And thy healing Cru implore, 
Bleſt REDEEMER, bow thine Ear, 
Go my e, 5 hear. 


113 
PSALM XX. 


I OW may the Gop of Pow'r and Grace 


Attend his People's humble Cry ! 
JEHOvVAH hears when {//rael prays, 
And brings Deliv'rance from on High. 


2 The Name of Jacob's Gon defends, 
Better than Shields or brazen Walls ; 
He, from his Sanctuary, ſends 
Succour and Strength, when Zion calls. 


3 Well he remembers all our Sighs ; 
His Love exceeds our beſt Deſerts ; 
His Love accepts the Sacrifice 
Of humble Groans and broken Hearts. 


Some truſt in Horſes train'd for War, 
And ſome of Chariots make their Boaſts; 


Our ſureſt Expectations are 
From TREE, the Lok p of heav'nly Hoſts. 


5 Now fave us, LoRp, from ſlaviſh Fear, 
Now let our Hope be firm and ſtrong, 
Till thy Salvation ſhall appear, | 
And Joy and Triumph raiſe the Song. 


Ss: 4 LAM. XXL... 


1 OW great is the MessiAn's oy 
8 In the Salvation of thy Hand 


LorD, Thou haft rais'd his Kingdom high, 


And giv'n the World to his Command. 


2 Thy Goodneſs grants whate'er He will, 
Nor doth: the leaſt Requeſt withhold ; 
Bleflings of Love prevent him ſtill, 
And Crowns of Glory, not of Gold. 


PSALM XXI. 33 

3 Honour and Majeſty divine 10 4 
Around his ſacred Temples ſhine; 
Bleſt with the Favour of thy Face, 
And Length of everlaſting Days. 


4 Thine Hand ſhall find out all his Foes, 
And as a hery Oven glows 
With raging Heat and living Coals, 
So ſhall thy Wrath devour their, Souls. 


' PSALM XXII. 
'T \ V HY has my Gop my Soul forſoo 
« Nor will a Smile afford?“ 1 
(Thus David once in Anguiſh ſpoke, 
And thus our dying Lokp.) | 


2 Though 'tis thy chief Delight to dwell 
Among thy praifing Saints, | 
Yet Thou canſt hear a'Groan as well, 
And pity our Complaints. 


3 Shaking the Head they paſs me by, 
And laugh my Soul to ſcorn; 
In vain he truſts in God, they cry, 
Neglected and forlorn | | - 


4 7 


4 But Thou art He who form'd my Fle 
7 By thine Almighty Word ol 2 El | 
And ſince I hung upon the Breaſt; 

My Hope is in the Lokp. 
of 7 47 puns: 
5 ONCE did our ſuPPring Saviour pray, 
With mighty Cries and Tears; 
Gop heard him in that dreadful Day, 
And chas'd away his Fears, s. 
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6 Great was the Vict'ry of his Death 
His: Throne exalted high; ; 
And all the Kindreds of the Earth 
Shall worſhip, or ſhall die. 


7 A num'rous Offspring muſt ariſe 5 
From his expiring Groans; 
They ſhall be reckon'd in his Eyes 
For Daughters and for Sons. . 


8 The meek and humble Souls ſhall ſee 15 
His Table richly ſpread: 
And all that ſeek the Lord ſhall be 
With Joys immortal fed. 


9 The Ifles ſhall know the Righteouſneſs 
Of our incarnate Gop; | | 
And Nations yet unborn profeſs 1 I 


Salvation in his Blood, 


PSALM XXII. Metre i. 


HE Loxp my Shepherd is, 
1 1 ſhall be well ſupply'd ; 
Since He is mine, and I am his, 
What can I want beſide ? 


2 He leads me to the Place 
Where heav*nly Paſture grows; 
Where living Waters gently paſs, 
And full Salvation flows, 


3 If Cer I go aſtray, 
' He doth my Soul reclaim; | 
And guides me in his own right Way, 

For his moſt holy Name. 


PS ALM XIII. 35 
4 While he affords his Aid, 


I cannot yield to Fear; 
Tho' I ſhould walk thro' Death's dark Shade, 
My SHEPHERD's with me there, 


5 In Sight of all my Foes, 
Thou doſt my Table ſpread, 
My Cup with Bleflings overflows, 
And Joy exalts my Head. 


6 The Bounties of thy Love 
Shall crown my following Days; 
Nor from thy Houſe will I remove, 
Nor ceaſe to ſpeak thy Praiſe, 


PS ALM XXIII. Metreii. 


ih Y SHEPHERD will ſupply my Need, 

JE HO V AH is his Name; 

In Paſtures freſh He makes me feed, 
Beſide the living Stream. 


2 He brings my wand'ring Spirit back, 
When I forſake his Ways; 
And leads me, for his Mercy's Sake, 
In Paths: of Truth and Grace, 


3- When I walk through the Shades of Death, 
Thy Preſence is my Stay | 
A Word of thy ſupporting Breath 
Drives all my Fears away. 


4 Thy Hand, in Sight of all my Foes, 
Doth ſtill my Table ſpread ; - 
My Cup with Bleſſings overflows ; 
'Thine Oil 1 Head. 
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5 The ſure Proviſions of my Gon 
Attend me all my Days; 

O may thy Houſe be mine Abode, 
And all my Work be Praiſe. 


6 There would I find a ſettled Reſt, 
(While others go and come) 
No more a Stranger or a Gueſt, 
But like a Child at Home. 


PSALM XXIII. Metreiii. 


I Y SHEPHERD is the living Lorp ; 
Now ſhall my Wants be wellfupply'd: 
His Providence and holy Word 
Become my Safety and by Guide. 


2 In Paſtures where Salvation grows, 
He makes me feed, lie makes me reſt; 
There living Water gently flows, 
| And all the Food divinely bleſt. 


= 3 My wand'ring Feet his Ways miſtake, 
| But He reſtores my Soul to Peace; 

| And leads me for his Mercy's Sake 
In the fair Paths of Righteouſneſs. 


4 Though I walk through the gloomy Vale, 
Where Death and-all its Terrors are, 
My Heart and Hope ſhall never fail, 

For Gop my SHEPHERD's with me there. 


5 Amidſt the Darkneſs and the Deeps 
Thou art my Comfort, Ihou my Stay 
Thy Staff ſupports my feeble Steps, 
Thy Rad directs my doubtful Way. 
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PSALM XXIII. 37 


6 The Sons of Earth and Sons of Hell 
Gaze at thy Goodneſs, and repine 
To ſee my Table ſpread fo well 


With living Bread and cheerful Wine, 


7 How I rejoice, when on my Head 
Thy SeIRIT condeſcends to reſt! 
Tis a divine Anointing, ſhed 
Like Oil of Gladneſs at a Feaſt. 


8 Surely the Mercies of the Lorp - 
Attend his Houſehold all their Days ; 
There will I dwell to hear his Word, 
To ſeek his Face, and ſing his Praiſe. 


PSA L Mixx. Metre iv, 


1 7 thy Paſtures, fair and large, 
Heav'nly SHEPHERD, lead thy Charge; 
And my Couch, with tend'reſt Care, 
Midſt the ſpringing Graſs prepare. 


2 When I faint with Summer's Heat, 
Thou ſhalt guide my weary Feet. 
To the Streams, that, ſtill and flow, 
Through the verdant Meadows flow. 


3 Thou my Soul anew ſhalt frame, 
And thy Mercy to proclaim, 

When through devious Paths I ſtray, 
"Teach my Steps the better Way. 


4 Safe the dreary Vale I tredd. 
By the Shades of Death o'erſpread, 
With thy Rod and ar 
This my Guard, and my Gui 
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5 Thou my plenteous Board haſt ſpread, 
Thou with Oil refreſh'd my Head; 
Fill'd by Thee my Cup o'erflows, 
For thy Love no Limit knows. 


6 Conſtant to my lateſt End 

Thou my Footſteps ſhalt attend; 
And ſhalt bid thy hallow'd Dome 
Yield me an eternal Home. 


f Ft PSALM XXIII. Metre v. 
WS HE Loxp my Paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a Shepherd's Care, 
His Preſence ſhall my Wants ſupply, 
And guard me with Matchful Eye; 
My Noon-Day Walks He ſhall attend, 
And all my Midnight Hours defend. 


2 When in the ſultry Glebe J faint, 
Or on the thirſty Mountain pant, 
To fertile Vales, and dewy Meads 
* weary wand' ring Steps he leads; 
here peaceful Rivers, ſoft and ſlow, 
Amid the verdant Landſkip flow. 


3 Though in the Paths of Death I tread, 
With gloomy Horrors overſpread ; 

My ſtedfaſt Heart ſhall fear no Il], 

For Thou, O Los, art with me till : 
Thy friendly Crook ſhall give me Aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful Shade, 


4 Though in a bare and rugged Way 
Through devious, lonely Wilds I ſtray ; 


PSALM XXIIL 39 


Thy Bounty ſhall my Pains beguile, 

The barren Wilderneſs ſhall ſmile 

With ſudden Greens and Herbage crown'd, 
And Streams ſhall murmur all around, 


PSALM XXIV. Metrei. 


HE Earth for ever is the Lord's, 
With Adam's num'rous Race; 
He rais'd its Arches o'er the Floods, 
And built it on the Seas. 


2 But who among the Sons of Men 
. May viſit thine Abode ?— 
; He that has Hands from Miſchief N 
Whoſe Heap right with Gop. 


3 This is the Man may riſe and take 
The Bleſſings of his Grace: 

This is the Lot of thoſe that ſeek. 
The Gop of Jacob's Face. 


PART II. 


4 NOW let our Souls immortal Pow'rs 
To meet the Lok p prepare: 
Lift up your Heads, eternal Doors ! 
The E340 oF GLoRY*'s near. 


5 Who is the King of Glory? who 
His wondrous Name can tell! 
The LoRD or HosTs who dwelt below, 
And conquer'd Sin and Hell. 


6 Jesus, the Gop of boundleſs Might, 
Whom Heav'n and Earth obe 
Lift up your Heads, ye Gates of L Light, 
Eternal Doors, give Way 
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7. Who is the King of Glory? who? 
The Lorp or Hosts renown'd: 
Glory to Him alone is due, 
Who is with Glory crown'd. 


PSAL M XXIV. Metreii. 


IHE Earth and all her Fulneſs owns 
Jznovan for her ſov'reign Logp : 


The countleſs Myriads of her Sons 
Roſe into Being at his Word. 


2 His Word did out of Nothing call 
The World,—and founded All that is; 
Built on the Floods this ſolid Ball, 
And fix'd it in the flogzigg Seas. 


3 But who ſhall quit this Iow Abode? 
Who ſhall aſcend the heav'nly Place 8, 
And ſtand upon the Mount of Gop ? 
And ſee his MAKER Face to Face: 


4 The Man whoſe Hands and Heart are pure 


That bleſſed Portion ſhall poſleſs : 
Him ſhall the Loxp from Sin ſecure, 


And clothe and crown with Righteouſneſs, 


5 Such only form. the choſen Choir 
Who ſeek the Face of Jacob's Gob ; 
Whoſe Feet, with licens'd Step, aſpire 
To viſit Sion's bleſt Abode. 


i . 


6 OUR Lord is riſen from the Dead, 
Our SAVIOUR is gone up on high; 
The Pow'rs of Hell are captive led, 
Nragg'd to the Portals of the Sky. 


1 


1 


There his triumphal Chariot waits, 

And Angels chaunt the ſolemn Lay ; 

Lift up your Heads, ye heav'nly Gates! 
A. 


Ye everlaſting Doors, give Way! 


Looſe all your Bars of maſly Light, 
And wide unfold th* ethereal Scene : 


He claims the Manſions as his Right, 


IO 


II 


Receive the KING or GLoky in. 


Who is the King of Glory? who? 

The LorD that all his Foes o'ercame, 
The World, Sin, Death, and Hell o' erthrew, 
And Jesvs is the Conqu'ror's Name. 


Lo! his trium Chariot waits, 

And Angels nt the ſolemn Lay; 
Lift up your Heads, ye heav'nly Gates 
YE everlaſting Doors, give Way 


Who is the King of Glory? who? 
The LoRp of glorious Power poſleſt ; 


The KINO of Saints and Angels too, 
God over All, for ever bleſt. 


PSALM XXV. 
FF LIFT my Soul to Gon, 
1 My Truſt is in his Name; 


Let not my Foes, that ſeek my Blood, - 
Still triumph in my Shame. 


Sin, and the Pow'rs of Hell 
Perſuade me to deſpair ; 


* 


Lok, make me 1 17. Cov'nant well, 
| e 


That I may ſcape the Snare. 


— 
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3 From the firſt dawning Light Ic 
Till the dark Ev'ning riſe, | 
For thy Salvation, Logo, I wait 
With ever-longing Eyes. 


4 Remember all thy Grace, 
And lead me in thy Truth; 
Forgive the Sins of riper Days, 
And Follies of my Youth. 


5 The Lord is juſt and kind; 
The Meek ſhall learn his Ways ; 
And ev'ry humble Sinner find 
The Methods of his Grace. 


6 For his own Goodnęſꝭ Sake 
He faves my Soul ff Shame; 
He pardons (tho' my Guilt be great) 
Through my REDEEMER's Name 13 


11 


12 


PART NI. 


7 WHERE ſhall the Man be found 
Who fears t' offend'his Gop ? 
Who loves the Goſpel's joyful Sound, 
And trembles at the Rod? 


8 The Loxp ſhall make him know I; 
The Secrets of his Heart; 
The Wonders of his Cov'nant ſhow, ] 
And all his Love impart. 
9 The Dealings of his Hand ; 16 


Are Truth and Mercy ſtill, 
With ſuch as taghis Cov'nant ſtand, 7 
And love to do his Will. 


PSALM XXV. 43 


10 Their Souls ſhall dwell at Eaſe 
Before their MAK ER's Face; 
Their Seed ſhall taſte the Promiſes 
In their extenſive Grace. 


P 
11 MINE Eyes and my Deſire 


Are ever to the LoRD; 
I love to plead his Promiſes, 
And reſt upon his Word. 


12 Lok, turn Thee to my Soul; 
Bring thy Salvation near ; 
When will thy Hand releaſe my Feet 
Out of the de Snare? 


13 When ſhall the ſov'reign Grace 
Oft my forgiving Gop 
Reſtore me from thoſe dang*rous Ways 

My wand'ring Feet have trod! 


14 - Behold the Hoſts of Hell! 
How cruel is their Hate ! | 
Againſt my Life they riſe, and join 

Their Fury with Deceit. 


I; O-keep my Soul from Death, 
Nor. put my Hope to Shame! 
For I have plac'd my only Truft 
In my REDEEMER's Name. 


16 _With humble Feet I wait, 
| To ſee thy Face again ; 
Of Iſrael it thall ne'er be ſaid, 
He ſought the Lokp in vain.” 


I 
PS AL M XXVI. Metre i. 
1 E thou my Judge: thy ſearching Eyes 
B My Deeds and Thoughts have known; 


On Thee my ſtedfaſt S oul relies, 
Nor Fear of Lapſe ſhall own. 


2 O ſearch me ſtill; my Heart, my Reins, 
With ſtricteſt View ſurvey : 
Thy Love, great Gop, m Hope ſuſtains, 

| Thy Truth directs my Way. 


3 How oft, inſtin&t with Warmth divine, 
Thy Threſhold have I trod 
How lov'd the Courts whoſe Walls enſhrine 
The Glory of my G 


4 O let me not the Vengeance ſhare, 
That waits the guilty T ribe, 
Whoſe murd'rous Hands each Miſchief dare, 
And graſp the offer'd Bribe : 


5 But pour, O pour, while thus I tread 
The Path by Thee prepar'd, 11 
Thy Beams of Mercy on my Head, 
And round me plant a Guard. ( 


6 Thou, Lorp, my Steps haſt fix'd aright, 
And pleas'd ſhalt hear my Tongue 2 ( 
With Vrael's favour'd Sons unite 
To form the thankful Song. / 


PSALM XXVI. Metre ii. 7 
FY GE me, O Lox, and prove my Ways, 3] 
And try my Reins, and try my . 1 
My Faith upon thy Promiſe ſtays, 8 
Nor from thy Law my Feet depart. 

7 | 
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are, 
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ET OFSALM XX/C © 
31 hate to walk, I hate to ſit, 
With Men of Vanity and Lies ; 


The Scoffer and the Hypocrite, 
Are the Abhorrence of mine Eyes. 


3 Among thy Saints will I appear, 
With Hands well waſh'd in Innocence ; 
But when I ftand before thy Bar, 
The Blood of Car1sT is my Defence. 


4 I love thy Habitation, Lox, - 
The Temple where thine Honours dwell ; 
There ſhall T hear thy holy Word,. 
And there thy Works of Wonder tell. 


5 Let not my Soul he joinꝰd at laſt 
With Men of Treachery and Blood, 
Since I my Days on Earth have paſt. 
Among the Saints, and near my Gop. 


PSALM XXVII. Metre i. 


1: FPHE Lorp of Glory is my Ligh 
* And my alvation,t9o } * 
Gop is my Strength; nor will I fear 

What all my Foes can do. 

2 One Privilege my Heart deſires; 

O grant me an Abodlde 
Among the, Churches of thy Saints, 
The Temples of my Gop! 


There ſhall I offer my Requeſts, - 
And ſee thy Beauty ſtill; 
Shall hear thy Meſſages of Love, 
And there inquire thy Will. 
C 
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4 When Troubles riſe, and Storms appear, «£15 
There may his Children hide 
Gop has a ſtrong Pavilion, where | I 
He makes my Soul abide. 


5 Now ſhall my Head be lifted high 
Above my Foes around, 
And Songs of Joy and Victory | 
Within fy emple found. 


PAR T. II. 


6 SOON as 1 heard my FATHER ſay 
« Ye Children ſeek my Grace,” 
My Heart reply'd without delay, ; 
I' ſeek my Fathers Face.” 


ns +4 8 


A 1 


7 Let not thy Face be hid from me, : c 
Nor frown my Soul awa 7 
Gop of my Life, I fly to * 0 
In a diſtreſſing Day. I 

8 Should F riends and Kindred near and dear | 
Leave me to want or die, = FY. 


My Gop would make m —* Life his Care, 
And all my Need ſupply 


9 Mes ainting Fleſh had died with Grief, 
ad not my Soul believ'd H 2:76 
To ſee thy Grace provide — 

Nor was my Hope deceiv'd. 


Un 
92802 2282 


10 Wait on the Lok b, ye . in 
And keep your Courage up; 
He'll raiſe your Spirit when it meer gi 
And far ens your —_ 


* 


* 
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__ ALM XXVIL Miete ii. Light 


H OU Lorp, my Safety, Thou my 
What Danger ſhall my Soul affright? 
er of my Life] what Arm ſhall dare 
To hurt whom THov haſt own'd thy Care:? 
Though gath'ring War around I ſee, 
I fix, ſecure, my Truſt on THEE. 


2 One Wiſh, with holy Tranſport warm, 


My Heart has form'd, and yet ſhall form: 
One Gift I aſk ; that to my End. 

Fair Sion's Courts I may attend 

There, Joyful, find a ſure Abode, 

And view the Beauty of my Gon. 


3 « Seek ye my Face with duteous Care, 


« And frequent to my Throne repair; 
Thus to my Heart I hear Thee ſpeak ; 
«Thy Face, my Heart replies, I ſeek: 
Nor Thou, to my deſiring Eye, | 
Thy Preſence, heav'nly Pork: deny. 


4 Adopted by thy Eate, i in Thee 


The ParEnT and the FRIEND I fee; 
O let me on thy Aid reclin'd, 

Thee ſtill my great Salvation find, 

Nor leave me, helpleſs. and forlorn, 
The Abſence of thy Grace to mourn. 


5 With patient Hope, with Mind ſedate, 


On Ifruels Gon expectant wait: 

Be ſtrong, be ſteadfaſt:— So thy Heart 
Shall feel his Grace its Aid impart : 
Though preſs'd with Sorrow's heavieſt Load, 
O fx 975 Truſt Mm 2 s God. 


gs 'S ? 
P.SAL M XXVII. Metre iii, 


I HE Lox D my SAyv1ouR is my Light; 
What Terrors can my Soul aftright ? 

While Gop my Strength, my Life is near, 
What potent Arm ſhall make me fear? 


2 Should num'rous Hoſts beſiege me round, 
My ſteadfaſt Heart no Fear ſhall wound; 
Though War ſhould riſe in dread Array, 
God is my Strength, my Hope, my Stay. 


3 This only Gift my Heart deſires, 
For this my ardent With afpires, 
This will 1 ſeek with reſtleſs Care, 
Till Gop attend my humble Pray'r. 


4 In his own Houſe to ſpend my Days, 
My Life devoted to his Praiſe, 


There would my Soul his Beauties trace, 
And learn the Wonders of his Grace. 


> PART IL Ty 
5 THOU ſacred SPRING of all my Joys, 2 


Whene'er I raiſe my plaintive Voice, 
O let thy ſov'reign Mercy hear, | 
And anſwer all my humble Pray'r. | 
6 When Thou, with condeſcending Grace, 3 
Haſt bid me ſeek thy ſmiling Face 
My Heart reply'd to thy kind Word. 
Thee will I ſeek, all-gracious Lok. _ 


7 Hide not from me thy bliſsful Ray, 
Nor angry frown my Hopes away; 4 
Thy ſaving Help has ftill been near, 
Gop of my Life renew thy Care." - * ' FP 
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PS ALM XXVII. 


8 Should ev'ry earthly Friend depart, 


And Nature leaye a Parent's Heart ; 
The Gop on whom my Hopes depend, 
Will be my Father, and my Friend. 


9 O teach me, Lok p, thy ſacred Way, 
Uphold my Steps, nor let me ſtray; 
While Enemies and Fears alarm, 
Extend thy kind, thy Guardian-Arm. 


10 Ve humble Souls, in ev'ry Strait 
On Gop with ſacred Courage wait; 
His Hand ſhall Life and Strength afford, 
O wait continual on the Lok. 


PSALM XXVIII. 


I OD my Strength, to Thee I pray; 
Turn not Thou thine Ear away; 
Gracious to my Vous attend, 
While the humble Knee I bend. 


2 Give me not thy Wrath to know, 
Nor to feel the vengeful Blow, 
BY thy juſt Decrees aſſign'd 

o the Men of impious Mind. 


3 On thy long-experienc'd Aid 
See my Hope for ever ſtay'd | 
While my Hears, with Joy poſſeſs d, 
Leaps within my throbbing Breaſt. 


4 Grant me, Loxp, thy Love to ſhare, _. 
Feed me with a Shepherd's Care ; 
Save thy People from Diftreſs, 
And thy N bleſs. 
e 


i 
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15-4 
PSA n 2 
3 ING, ye Sons of Might, O ſing, 
Praiſe to Heav*n's eternal KI & G 


Pow'r and Strength to Him aſſign, 
Bow before his hallow'd Shrine. 2 


2 Hark I his Voice in Thunder breaks; 
Huſh'd to Silence when He ſpeaks, 
Ocean's Waves, from Pole to Pole, 

Hear the awful Accents roll. 


c 


3 See as louder yet they riſe, 
Echoing through the vaulted Skies 
See, uprooted from its Seat, 
Lebanon itſelf retreat 


4 Now the burſting Clouds give way, 
And the vivid Lightnings play! 
Now the Wilds, by Man untrod, 
Hear, diſmay'd, th* approaching Gop | 


5 Proſtrate on the ſacred Floor, 
Bow, ye Saints, his Name adore : 
While his Acts, to ev'ry Tongue, 
Yield its Argument of Song. _ 1 


6 He the ſwelling Surge commands, 
Fix'd his Throne for ever ſtands; 
He his People ſhall increaſe, 
Arm with Strength, and bleſs with Peace, 


PSALM XXX. Mietre i. 
I | tar celebrate thy Praiſes, Lok b, "a+ 
Who didſt thy Pow'r employ, | 
To raiſe my drooping Head, and check þ MY 
My Foe's inſulting Joy. —- 


* 


: 


9 


PSALM XXX. 51 


2 Thus to his Courts ye Saints of his 
With Songs of Praiſe repair ; 
With me commemorate his I ruth, 
And providential Care. 


3 His Wrath has but a Moment's Reign, 
His Favour no Decay; 
Your Night of Grief is recompens'd 
With Joy's returning Day. 


PART II. 
4 ONCE, bleſs'd with Peace, I boaſting ſaid 


I ne'er ſhould fall, nor move: 
Thou, Lok, my Hill fo ſtrong hadit made 
By thy ſurrounding Love. 


5 Thy Face withdrawn, a thouſand Cares 
Difturd'd my tortur'd Breaſt : 
Then I my Gop, with earneſt Pray'rs 
And fervent Cries, addreſs'd. 


6 „What Honours can my Blood to Thee, 
My Death what Trophies raiſe ? 
ce Can mould'ring Duſt thy Glories ſee, 
Thy Truth or Goodneſs praiſe ? 


« Hear, Lok p, and pity him who mourns ; 
« To my Aſſiſtance fly!“ 

Thy Love my Tears to Punting turns, 
My fable Weeds to Joy. 


8 Exalted thus, Fl gladly ſing 
| The Honours of thy Name; 
And, as thy Mercies ceaſeleſs ſpring, 
Thy ceaſeleſs 3 proclaim. 
4 


5 [ 52 J 
PSALM XXX, Metre ii. 


5 E faithful Sons of Jrael's Name, 
Your MAK ER“'s Sanctity proclaim; 
And, while his Mercies on your Breaſt 
In ſweet Memorial ſtand impreſt, 
To Him, in joyful Accents, raiſe 
The Song of Gratitude and Praiſe, - 


2 How ſlow his Wrath ! how ſwift his Grace 
Sends forth its life- imparting Rays! 
Grief for a Night (unwelcome G, ueſt) 
Beneath our Roof perchance may reſt, | 
But Foy, with the returning Day, A 
Shall wipe each tranſient Tear away. 


3 As pleas'd I caſt my Eyes around, 
And view'd my Lite with Bleſſings crown'd, 
(While, fafe in thy protecting Hand. 
High on the Rock I took my Stand) 
In Confidence of Soul I faid, 
« What Ills ſhall'e'er my Peace invade ?”? 


| \ 

4 But, inſtant, Thou thy Face hadſt turn'd, 
And proſtrate on the Earth I mourn'd : 
I mourn'd, and, O my GUARD, my GuIDE, 

With humbler Spirit thus I cry'd) 

Thy Aid, my Gop, in Pity lend. 
And gracious to my Plaints attend; 

5 Again the Face of Joy I wear; 
Thy Hand, indulgent to my Pray'r, 
(The Sackcloth' from my Loins unbound) 
With Mirth's fair Cincture wraps me round, | 
For this, through Lite, my grateful Tongue 
To Thee ſhall conſecrate its Song. V 


l, 


| 11 
PS ALM XXXI. Mletre i. 


x 2 O Thee, the Gop of Truth, 
My Life, and all that's mine, 
(For Thou preſerv*dſt me from my Youth) 
I willingly reſign. 


2 "Thoſe Mercies Thou haſt ſhown, 
I'll gratefully expreſs ; 
For Thou haſt ſeen my Straits, and — 
My Soul in deep Diſtreſs. 


Whate'er Events betide, 

Thy Wiſdom times them all: 
Beneath thy Wings thy Servant hide, 

And guard me left I fall. 


4 The 87 of thy Face 
To me, O Lok p, diſcloſe; 
And as thy Favours ſtill increaſe, 
Preſerve me from my Foes. 


5 How great thy Mercies are 
To ſuch as fear thy Name, 
Which Thou, for thoſe that truſt thy Care, 
Doſt to the World proclaim ! 


6 Thou keep'ſt them in 4 Sight, 
From proud Oppreſſors tree; | 
From Tongues that do in Strife delight, 
They are preſerv'd by T hee. 


PSALM XXXI. Metre i ii. 


I G of my Strength, the Wiſe, the Juſt, 
To Ther my Spirit I intruſt: 


From Thee, when Terrors clos'd me round, 
My Soul its full Redemption found. 
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2 Thy Merey ſhall my Thanks employ, 
For Thou my Theme, my Life, my Joy, 
Haſt call'd me thine, and bid me ſhare 

The Gifts of thy paternal Care. 


3 O, how ſhall All who ſeek thy Love 
The Fulneſs of thy Bounty prove 
And teach th' admiring World to ſee 
How bleſt the Souls that truſt, in Thee! 


4 Thy Saints, while Breath their Life prolongs, 


At Diſtance from the Strife of Tongues, 
Shall ſee thy Tabernacle ſpread | 
Its awful Splendors o'er their Head, 


5 Be ſtrong, be ſteadfaſt ; fo your Mind 
From Him its full Support ſhall find; 
Ve Saints that in his Care confide, 
Nor own, nor aſk a Help beſide. 


PSALM XXXII Metre i. 


1 APPY the Man to whom his Gor. 
No more imputes his Sin, 

But waſh'd in the REDEEMER's Blood, 

Hath made his Garments clean! 


2 Happy beyond Expreſſion ge 
Whoſe Debts are thus diſcharg'd; 
And from the guilty Bondage free, 

He feels his Soul enlarg'd. 


3 His Spirit hates Deceit and Lies, 
: His, Words are all ſincere; 


| | „ 1 45 
Hie guards his Heart, he guards his Eyes, 
Jo keep his Conſciencę clear. 


P'SAL M | XXXII. 55 


4 While I my inward Guilt, ſuppreſs'd, 
No Quiet could J find; 
Thy Wrath lay burning in my Breaſt, 
And rack'd my tortur'd Mind. 


5 Then I'confeſs'd. my troubled Thoughts, 
My ſecret Sins reveal'd; 
Thy pard'ning Grace forgave my Faults, 
IT Thy Grace my Pardon ſeal'd. 


6 This ſhall invite thy Saints to pray ;— 
When like-a raging Flood 
Temptations riſe, our "Strength and Stay 
Is a forgiving Gov. | 


P'S A E M* XXXII. t Metre ii. 


I B is che Man, for ever bleſs'd, 
Whoſe Guilt is pardon'd by his Gon; ; 
Whoſe Sins with Sorrow are confeſs'd, 
And cover'd with his SAvIOUR'S Blood. 


2 Bleſt is the Man; to whom the Lord 
Imputes not his Iniquities-: 
He pleads no Merit of Reward, 
And not on Works, but Grace relies. 


3 From Guile his Heart and Lips are free'; 3 
His humble Joy, his holy Fear, 
With deep Repentance well agree, 
And join to proye his Faith fincere, 


. How glorious i is that Righteouſneſs 

That hides and cancels all. his Sins! 

While a bright Evidence of Grace 

Thro' his whole 982 appears and ſhines, 
6 | 


56 PSALM XXXII. 
PART I. 


5 WHILE I keep Silence, and conceal 
My heavy Guilt within my Heart, 
What Torments doth my Conſcience feel, 
What Agonies of inward Smart! 


6 I ſpread my Sins before the Lox, 
And all my ſecret Faults confeſs ; : 
Thy Goſpel ſpeaks a pard*ning Word, 
Thy HoLy Spixrr ſeals the Grace. 


7 For this ſhall. ev'ry humble Soul 
Make Cwiſt Addrefſes to thy Seat: 
When Floods of ſtrong Temptations roll, 
There ſhall they find a bleſt Retreat. 


8 How ſafe beneath thy Wings I lie, 
When Days grow dark, and Storms appear ! 
And when I walk, thy watchful Eye 
Shall guide me ſafe from ev*ry Snare. 
P S. ALM XXXIII. Metre i. 
11 ET all the Juſt, to Gop, with Joy, 
Their cheerful Voices raiſe ; 


For well the Righteous it becomes 
To ſing glad Songs of Praiſe. 


2. How faithful is the Word of Gop ! 
His Works with Truth abound ; 
He Juſtice loves, and all the Earth 
Is with his Goodneſs crown'd. 


3 By his Almighty Word at firſt 
The heav'nly Arch was rear'd : 
And all the beauteous Hoſts of Light 
At his Command appear'd. 


el, 


Nor Speed nor Courage of an Horſe 


10 Vain is the Strength of Beaſts or Men, 


P'SA LM XXXHI. 1-57 


4 The ſwelling Floods together roll'd, 
He makes in Heaps to lie 
And lays, as in a Store-houſe ſafe, 
The wat'ry Treaſures by, - 


5 Let Earth, and. all that dwell thorning | 
Before Him trembling ſtand : 
For when He ſpake the Word, twas made, 
*T was fix'd at his Command, 4 


6 He ſcorns the angry Nations? Rage, 
And breaks their vain Deſigns : 
His Counſel ſtands through ev'ry "55 | 
And in full Glory ſhines, 


PART II. 


7 BLEST is the Nation where the Lord 
Hath fix'd his gracious Throne ; 
Where he reveals his heav'nly Word, 

And calls their Tribes his own. 


8 His Eyes, with” infinite Survey, 
Does the whole World behold ; 


He form'd us all of equal Clay, 
And knows our feeble Mould. 


9 Kings are not reſcu'd by the Force 
Of Armies from the Grave; 


"Cab. the bold Rider fave. 


To hope for Safety thence ; 
But holy Souls from Gop obtain 
A ſtrong and ſure Defence. 


4 . 
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11 Gop is their Fear, and Gop their Truſt: 
When Plagues or Famines ſpread, 
His watchful Eye ſecures the Juſt 
Among ten thouſand Dead. 


12 LoxD, let our Hearts in Thee rejoice, 
And bleſs us from thy Throne; 
For we have made thy Word our Choice, 1 
And truſt thy Grace alone. 


PSALM. XXXIIL Metre ii, 


1 Happy Nation, where the Lozp 
Reveals the Freaſure of his Word, 
And builds his Church, his earthly 
His Eye the Heathen World ſurveys, Throne! 
. Heform'd their Hearts, He knows their Ways, 3 
But Gon their Maker is unknown. 


2 Let Kings rely upon their Hoſt, | 
And of his Strength the Champion boaſt ; | 
In vain. they boaſt, in vain rely; | | + 
In vain we truſt the brutal Force, 
Or Speed, or Courage of an Horſe, 
To guard his Rider, or to fly. 


3 The Eye of thy Compaſſion, Lox b, 
Doth more ſecure Defence afford, [ſtand : 
When Death or Dangers threat'ning 
Thy watchful Eye preſerves the Juſt, | 
Who make thy Name their Fear and Truſt, 6 
When Wars or Famine waſte the Land. 1 


4 In Sicknefſs, or the bloody Field, © © - 
Thou out*Phyſician, Thou our Shield, 


PSALM XXXIII. 59 
Send us Salvation from thy Throne. 
We wait to ſee th ee ſhine; 5 
Let us rejoice in Help divine, 

F or, all our Hope is Gon alone. 


P 8 A L M XXXIV, Metre i — 


PYHrough all the cha ing Scenes of Lif 
In Trouble and I Joy, P 
The Praiſes of my Gon 1hall fill: | 


My Heart and Tongue n 


2 Of his Deliw'rance I will baaſt, 

Till All that are diſtreſt H) 
From my Example Comfort take, 
And charm. their Griefs to. reſt. 


3 0 magnify the LoxD with Me, 
With Me exalt his Name 
When in Diſtreſs to Him I call W 


He to my Reſcue came. 


4 The Hoſts of Gor encamp around 
The Dwellings of the Juſt; 
Deliv'rance He affords to All 
Who on his Succour truſt. 


5 O make but Trial of his Love, 
Experience will decide 
How bleſs d they are, and only they, | 
Who in his Truth confide. 


6 Fear Hin, e Saints, and you will then 

Have a 37 elſe to fear; 

Make you his Service your Delight, 
He 8 make your Wants his Care, 5 


CL Werl 
HE E will I thank, and Da by Day 
Form to thy Praiſe the joy ay; 


From Morn to Eve the Song extend, 
My Gog, my FATHER, ; and my FRIEND. 


2 While pleas'd each Heart of 4 Frame 
Shall wake, great God, to hear thy Fame; 
O come, your Voice triumphant raiſe, 
And ſing, with me, /your Maker's Praiſe, 


3 To Him my Soul diſclos'd its Care; ; 
He heard, and, preſent to my Pray'r, 
(His faithful Buckler o'er me held) 
Each Terror from my Breaſt diſpell'd. 


4 His Angel, nigh the juſt Man's Tent 
Encamp'd, each Danger to prevent, 
His ſure Protection round him throws, 
Though harneſs! d Hoſts his Peace oppoſe. 


5 O taſte with me, 0 taſte; and prove 
The Bleſſings of his boundleſs Love; 
And (fearleſs of Repulſe or Shame) 
The Promiſe of his Merey claim. 


6 Hail, SAVIOUR of the human Race 
Hail, FounTAIN of exhauftleſs Grace! 
Thrice happy, who on TREE recline, 
Nor own, nor aſk a Help, but Thine. 


PSALM XXXV. Ly Foes 
LEAD Tnou m Cauſe, O LoR D. 
Let thy reſiſtleſs Pow'r op ſe.; © 


Say to my troubled Soul, 4 ms © 
Fhy Sehen and fure Salvation fee.“ 


cc 


4 


E 
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2 Thou ſeeſt my Foes a Pit prepare, 
And plant before my Steps their Snare; 
Thou ſeeſt them urge (to Falſehood prone) 
The Guilt my Breaſt has never known. 


3 Yet I their SufPrings oft lament, ' 
Oft at thy Throne their Griefs preſent 
(And find the Pray'r their Pride has ſpurn'd, 
With Bleſſings on my Head return'd), 


Nor feels the Son his melting Bieaſt 


JW ith deeper Senſe of Grief impreſs d, 


That graſps a dying Mother's Hand, 
And waits to take her laſt Command. 


5 Not ſuch the Pity to me borne, 
Ev'n Abjects my Abjection ſcorn! 
How long wilt Tou, my Goo, how long 
With patient Eye behold my Wrong! 


6 O let not my uninjur'd Foes A 2 


Wich ſpeaking Eye, amidſt my Woes, ' 


As round they ſtand in cloſe Array, 
The Triumphs of their Heart betray. 


1 „„ 
7 But near me rang'd, with tfankful Voice 
Let ey'ry Friend to Truth rejoice; 
While, Puteſt in the Choir, my Tongue 

To Notes of Praiſe {hall tune its Song: 

8 * Bleſt be the Name of Jacob's Lorp, 
« The Gop by Heav'n and Earth ador'd, 
Who joys his Servant's Cauſe to plead, 


© © And crowns with Peace his favour'd Head.“ 
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PSALM XXXVI. Metre i. 4 
BOVE theſe Heav'ns' created Rounds, | 
Thy Mercies, LoRD, extend; 


Thy Truth outlives the narrow . ü 
Where Time and Nature end. - © 5 


2 Safety to Men thy Goodneſs brings, 

* Nor overlooks "the Beaft ; 

Beneath the Shadow of thy Wings 
Thy Children chooſe to reſt, 


3 From Thee, when Creature - Streams run low, 52 
And mortal Comforts die, 0 
Perpetual Springs of Life ſhall flow, Z 
And raiſe our Pleaſures high. 


4 Though all created Light decay, X JET 
And Death cloſe up our Eyes, 
zag Thy Preſence makes eternal Day — 
here Clouds can never riſe. 


PS ALM XXXVI. Metre ii. 


0 LORD, thy Mercy (my ſure Hope) , 
The hi belt Orbot Heav'n tranſcends; 


Thy facred Truth's unmeaſur'd Scope 
Rayon the ſpreading Skies extends. 


. 2 Th Juſtice like the Hills remains ; - 
| Unfathom'd Depths thy Judgments are; 4 
| Thy Providence the World ſuſtains 

The whole Creation is thy Care. 


| 3 Since of thy Goodneſs All partake, . 
| 5 Wich what py — ſhould the Juſt 
Thy ſhelttring Wings their Refuge make, 

And Saints to thy Protection truſt ? 


PSALM XXXVI. 63 


4 Such Gueſts ſhall to thy Courts be led, 
1s To banquet on thy Love's Repaſt, l, 

. And drink, as from a Fo ountain's Head, 
Of Joys that ſhall for ever laſt. 


L 


5 With Tn the Springs of Life remain, 
Thy Preſence is eternal Day; 
O let thy Saints thy Favour gain, 
To en Hearts fy Truth ahn 
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TE T' ndt the Sinner's Wealth or be 
The Envy of thy Soul excite: 

Anon thine Eye ſhall ſee him fade, 

Quick as we F. low'r or vernal Blade. 


2 But thou thy Will to Heav'n's high ORD 
(His TxuTH thy Truſt, thy Rule his Worp) 
Submit ;z—and Suri by his py 
Inherit from his Gift the Land. 


3 In Him delight, on Him Abba | 
3 Him chooſe thy Guipk, thy Way, kur 3 
So ſhall his Love thy ils grant, 
His Care anticipate thy Want. 


4 He'll bid thy Acts, in Light ſerene, '' 
gp - as the riſing Mort be ſeen 3 
1 Julien as the Noon of Day, 
ſive, pour its cloudleſs Ray. 


5 With patient Hope await his Will,” or 
Nor let the Sight of proſp'rous Wm 11 
bY Impel thee, with Diſquiet vain, ' 
His wiſe Diſpoſals to arraign. 


3 darm Nen. 
pol ad an YT 
6 abs hes awhile ; then look around: 


No more the impious Race are found; 
Nor the proud Roof; nor wide Domain, 
The Mem'ry of their Lord retain. 


7 But ſee the meek and pious Band 
AdvancY by Gop's Almighty-Hand) 
is Smiles obtain, and thence poſſeſs 
True Riches, wita abuncant Peace. 


8 ö That Gov, ye Sainte whoſe Love ye ſeek, 
N . The Arm of lawleſs Pow? 'r ſhall. break, 
And bid the aſt protected ftand |» 
Beneath the Shadow of his Hand. 


9 Whokrow: we Tues] great God.its dread 

20 85 Victims for the ; Slapghter . 
onſum'd by. Heavy n's ayen PENS Fire, | 

- Shall periſh, ajjd in Smoke alp * 


10 The Juſt, (bleſt Object of — — 
Thou, Lok p, wilt lead, his Path approve, 
Ay faithful Hand bis Steps ſuſtain, 
"Nor Halls he, but to tile again. Ac 25 


PA R HA. 


11 F 8050 m recede ; to God pling; WF 
Seek TrzuTH; and endleſs Life be thine: 
Gop ſhall refute th? Accuſer's Tongue, 
And ſave thee from the Hand of Wrong. 


12 Wait on thy; Gop; obſerve; his Ways 
His Pow'r zelt thy Head ſhall _ 1. : 
And bid, before the1Sight, his Foe 


The Terrors of his Vengeance know. 
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- 


13 The proſp'ring Sinner once 1 view'd ; = 1 
Strong as a healthful Tree he ſtood; _.. 
I went, I'came, and look d again; 
11 d —but ſought his Plate in van. 


14 Behold the Juſt, and mark his End 
See Peace his Eve of Life attend; 
While-on the Sinner's lateſt Hout 
The Storms of heavieſt Vengeance low'r, 

15 To Gop the Juſt his Safety owes, | 
Him owns his Strength amidſt his Woes, | 
Aſſur'd that᷑ He ſhalbeach defend. 
Whoſe conſtant Hopes on Him depend. | 


1 | | 
PSAL MM XXXVIII. 


I O Spare me, Lok p, nor o'er my Head 
The Fulneſs of thy Vengeance ſhed-; 
Pierc'd'by thy Shafts, great Gop, I ſtand, 
And feel the Preſfure of thy Hand, 
2 My Priends, and next Allies by Birth, 
Once kind Companions of m Mirth, 
hen wing'd with Health the Momentsflew) 
My Griefs with diftant Horror view. 
3 But Thu, Be Aeg fg, art pigh 
On THEt, great Gob, my Hopes rely; 
O vindieate my Fame from Wrong, 
And ſilence the reproachful Tongue. 


4 Thou ſeeſt how prone to flip my Feet, 
What Woes my E es, inceſlant meet; 
Nor ſhuns my al. its Guilt to own, 

But ſorrowing bows before thy Throne. 


- ; N bd * 
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O let me (rais'd by Tukg) no more 
The Abſence of thine, Aid deplore; 3 
Gop of my Life, recede not. far, 


But haſte, and make that Life N 822 I 


P S' A L M XXXIX. Metre i. 


1 T*. me the Meaſure of my Days, 
Thou MAKER of my Frame! 
I would ſurvey Life's. narrow rs 3 


Aud learn how fail I. am. 


2 A Span i is all that we can boaſt, auf, 
An Inch or two of Time; * 
Man is but Vanity and Duſt, 
In all his Flow'r and Prime. 


3 See the vain Race of Mortals move, 


Like Shadows o'er the Plain; 5 


They rage and ſtriye, leſire 10 Os 1 
But all their Noiſe i is vain. 


4 Some walk in Honour's FRED Shi, 
Some dig for. golden Ore ;- 
; They toil for Heirs, they know not who, 
And ſtrait are ſeen, no more,. 


5 What ſhould I wiſh or wait for tabs, 4 
From Creatures, Earth and Diſtt * 
They make our Expectations vain, 
And diſappoint our Truſt. 


Now I forbid my carnal Hops JESS 
My fond Deſires! recall; 5 7 

I give my mortal Int reſt up, FI 
A my 6 Go. my Ai 


1 4 - 
S AL M XXXIX. Metre ij. 5 


: AFR GHTY Maxx of my Frame, 
Teach me the Meaſute of my Days, 
Teach me to know how frail I am, 

And ſpend the Remnant to thy Praiſe. 


2 My Days are ſhorter than a Span, , 
A little Point ny Life appears 
How frail at beſt is dying Man! 


How vain are all his L opes and F ears! 


3 Vain his Ambition, Noife and Show! 
Vain are the Cares which rack his Mind; 
He heaps up Treaſures mix'd with Woe ; 3 


He dies, and leaves them all behind. 9 


O be a nobler Portion mine — 
My Gop, I bow before as Throne, 
Earth's fleeting Treaſure I:reſfign,): 
And fix my * on Thee alone. 


5 Save me by OF Ep rm ir 
From all my N and cleanſe my F aults 3 
Then Guilt nor Folly ſhall alarm 
My Soul—nor. vex my peaceful Thoughts. 


6 Beneath che e thy Hand, 
Let not my Heart or Tongue repine; 
But ſilent and ſubmiſſive bend, 
And bear the Stroke becauſe tis thine. 


7 SAvIQUR all- gracious, hear my erg, 
Pity my Tears, and heal my n 1 
As were 18 Fathers, ſo am I 
A wretche * here © Haney 
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8 O ſpare me, and my Strength reſtore, 
Ere'my few haſty Minutes flee; 
And when my Days on Earth are o'er, 
Let me for ever dwell with Thee. 

PSALM. XXXIX. Metre iii. 
I Let me, heav'nly Lox, extend 54 
My View to Life's approaching End, 

And, leſſon'd by thy Wiſdom, learn © 
How ſoon my Fabric ſhall return 


To Earth,—and in the ſilent Tomb, 
Its Seat of laſting Reſt aſſume. 


2 What are my Days ( a Span their Line) 


And what my Age compar'd with thine! — 


Our Life advancing to its Cloſe, 

While ſcarce its earlieſt Dawn it knows, 
Swift like a fleeting Shade we run, 
And Vanity and Man are one. 


3 O how thy Chaſtiſements impair 
The human Form, however fair! 

As when the fretting Moths conſumne 
The Labour of the curious Loom, + 
The Texture fails, the Dyes decay, 

And all its Luſtre fades away. 


4 Gop of my Fathers] Here, as they, 
I walk the Pilgrim of a Day, 
A tranſient Gueſt, thy Works admire, - '-- 
And inſtant to my Home'retire;; 
Where then ſhall I my Refuge ſee? 
On whom repoſe: my but Thee? 


3 


5 Before thy Throne my Knees I bend; 
To Thee my ceaſeleſs Pray'rs aſcend :— 
« O ſpare me, Lok, awhile O ſpare, /- 
« My Strength renew, my Heart prepare, 
« Ere Life's ſhort Circuit wander'd o'er, 
« I periſh, and am ſeen no more.” 


P S A L M. XL. | | Metre i, 


1 I Meekly waited * the Lon, 
He bow'd to hear my Cry: 
He ſaw me reſting on his Word, 
And brought Salvation nigh. 


2 He rais'd me fron! 2 horrid Pit, 
Where eg long I lay; 
And from my Bonds releas d my F ect, : 


Deen Bonds of miry Clay. 


3 Firm on a Rock He made me ſtand, 
And taught my cheerful Tongue 
To praiſe the Wonders of His Rand, 
In a new, thankful Song. 


4 Tu ſpread His Works of Grace abroad ; ; 
The Saints with Joy ſhall hear, 
And Sinners learn to Lohr my Goo 
Their only Hope and Fear. 


5 _ ang are th Thoughts of Love! 1 
hy Mercies, Loxb, how great! 
Nor ords nor Hours ſufficient prove 
Their Numbers 4: repeat. 
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6 When I'm afflicted, poor and low, 
And Light and Peace depart ; 
My Gop beholds my. heavy Woe, 
And bears me on his Heart. 


PART UM. 


7 THUS faith the Lox , «Your Work is vain, 
„Give your Burnt-OfPrings o'er ; 
ce In d ing Goats and Bullocks ſlain 

y Soul delights no more.” 


F 


8 Then ſpake the Saviour, «Lo! I'm here, 
« My Gop, to do thy Will; 
&« Whate er thy ſacred Books declare 
« Thy Servant ſhall: fulfil. 


9 © Thy Law is ever in my Sight, 
« T keep it near my Heart; | 
« Mine Eyes are open'd with Delight 
« To what thy Lips impart.” 


10 Thus He reveal'd his FATrHER's ale 
And thus his Truth He ſhew'd, 
And preach'd the Way of Righteouſneſs 
Where great Aſſemblies ſtood. 


11 His FArhRR's Honour touch'd his Heart, 
He pity'd Sinners* Cries, -—- 
And, to fulfil a Saviour's Part, 
Was made a Sacrifice, 


12 No Blood of Beaſts on Altars ſhed 
Could waſh the Conſcience clean; 
But the rich Sacrifice He paid. 
Atones for all our Sin. 


— 
w 


8 


Go 
> IH > oP © 2 » 


6 
PS ALM XL. Metre ii. 


I HE Wonders, LoRD, thy Love hath 
wrought, | 
Exceed our Praiſe, ſurmount our Thought; 
Should I attempt the long Detail, | 
My Speech would faint, my Numbers fail. 


2 No Blood of Beaſts on Altars ſpilt, 
Can cleanſe the Souls of Men from Guilt 
But Thou haſt ſer before our Eyes 
An All-ſufficient SACRIFICE, 


3 Lo! thine eternal Sow appears 
To thy Defire He bows his Ears, 
Aſſumes a Body well prepar'd, 

And well performs a Work fo hard. 


4 < Behold, I come,” (the Saviour cries, 
With Love and Duty in his Eyes) 
« I come to bear the heavy Load 
« Of Sins; and do thy Will, my Goo. 


5 Tis written in thy great Decree, 
« Tis in thy Book foretold of Me; 
« ] muſt fulfil the Saviour's Part; 
« And lo! thy Law is in my Heart. 


6 « I'll magnify thy holy Law, | 
« And Rebels to Obedience draw, : 
« When on my Croſs I'm lifted high, 
« Or to my Crown above the Sky : 


7 The SPIRIT ſhall deſcend, and ſhow. 
„What Thou haſt done, and what I do; 
The wond'ring World ſhall learn thy Grace, 
Thy Wiſdom, - thy Righteouſneſs,” 
| 2 


* 


r 
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L 72 J 
P S A L. M XL. Metre iii. 6 
1 W TH patient Hope my Gop ] ſought; 
VV tHe to his Suppliant's Want his 
In happieſt Hour apply'd : [ Thought 
He, from the dark and miry Pit, 
High on a Rock has rais'd my Feet, 
Nor fear my Steps to ſlide. - 


2 His Praiſe inſpires my grateful Tongue, 
And dictates to my Lips a Song 
In Strains' unheard before : | 
Admiring Crowds' his Work ſhall ſee, 
Their Strength on Him repoſe with Me, 
With Me his Name adore. 


3 Bleſt who in Thee, great Gop, confido, 
Nor madly truſt the Arm of Pride, 
And Helps which but betray. _ 
Thy Mercies, Lo&D, all Praiſe ſurmount, 
Nor Numbers can their Sum recount, 
Nor Words their Worth diſplay. 


"1 & > + 


4 NO Sacrifice thy Love can win, 
Nor Off rings from the Stain of Sin 
Obnoxious Man ſhall clear: 
Thy Hand a mortal Frame prepares, 
(Thy Hand whoſe Signature it bears) 
And opes a willing Ear. * 5 
5 „And ſince the Blood of Victims flain, 3 
« And ballow'd Gifts, attempt in vain 
T' ayert th' Offender's Doom: 
« Myſelf th*; Atonement will provide; 
(Touch'd with purWoes,theSayiour cry'd) 
+7" 00 II I come, my Gop, I comm. 
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6 * Thy Book, by ſacred Bards unroll'd, 


« My full Obedience has foretold 
« lo thy myſterious Will : 

« His juſt Aſſent thy Servant gives, 

« Thy Words my Breaſt with ſoy receives, 
« My Hands with Zeal fulfil.“ 


Great HELPER and REDEEMER, hear! 
O, inſtant in our Cauſe, appear 
With Tokens of thy Grace! 
Thy Bliſs let All who Teck Tice ſhite, 
And, taught thy Love, that Love declare 
In Songs of ceaſeleſs Praiſe. 


PS AL M XII. 


2 T, who with gen 'rous Pity plows, 
W ha learns to feel Another's Woes, 
Bows to the Poor Man's Wants his Ear, 
And wipes the helpleſs Orphan's Tear: 

In ev'ry Want, in ev'ry Woe, 
Himſelf thy Pity, Loan, {hall know. 


Thy Love his Life i fall guard. thy Hard 
Give to his Lot the choſen Land; 

Nor leave him in the decadfal Day E 

To unrglentipg Foes a Pre \ 
In Sickneſs Thou ſh: At ral bis Head, . 
And turn with. tenPreft Care his Bed. 


O thankful bleſs th Almighty: n 
The Gop by Jacob's Sons ador' d. 
His Fame, ere Time its Courſe began, 
O'er Heav'n's wide Region echoing ran; 
To Him, through endleſs Ages, raiſe 
One Song of oft-repeated Praiſe. ' * 

D 3 
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PSALM XLII. Metrei. 


I A*® pants the Hart for cooling Streams, 
| When heated in the Chace, 
So longs my Soul, O Gop, for Thee, 
And thy refreſhing Grace. 


2 For Thee, my Go, the living Gon, 
My thirſty Soul doth pine ; 
O when ſhall I behold thy Face, 
Thou Majeſty divine | 


3 Tears are my conſtant Food, while thus 
Inſulting Foes upbraid, 

« Deluded Wretch, where's now thy Gop ? 

« And where his promis'd Aid!“ 


4 Why reſtleſs, why caſt down, my Soul ? 
Truſt Gop, and He'll employ | 
His Aid for thee ; and change theſe Sighs 
To thankful Hymns of Joy. 


5 When thy bleſt Preſence, Lok D or L1re, 
Has once diſpell'd the Storm; 
To Thee I'll midnight Anthems ſing, 
And all my Vows perform. 


6 Gon of my Strength, how long ſhall I 
Like one forgotten mourn | 
Forlorn, forſaken, and expos'd 
To my Oppreflor's Scorn ! 


7 My Heart is pierc'd as with a Sword, 
While thus my Foes upbraid, 
« Vain Boaſter, where is now thy Gon ? 
* And where his promis'd Aid?“ 


ns, 
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8 Why reſtleſs, why caſt down, my Soul ? 
0 


pe ſtill, and thou ſhalt ſing 
The Praiſe of Him who is thy Gon, 
Thy Health's eternal SPRING, 


PSAL M XLII. Metreii. 


1 \ S pants the Hart for cobling Springs, 


So longs my Soul, O King of Kings, 


Thy Face in near Approach to ſee, 
So thirſts, great Source of Life, for Thee. 


When ſhall I reach thy bleſt Abode ? 


When meet the Preſence of my Gop ? 


Thy Mercies, LorD, before my Eyes, 
Shall yet in ſweet Remembrance riſe ; 
Though Deeps to boiſt'rous Deeps aloud 
Have call'd, and from the burſting Cloud 
Their licens'd Rage the Storms have ſhed, 
And heap'd the Billows o'er my Head, 


Yet 'midſt the Storm and *midſit the Wave, 
Thy Love the Beams of Comfort gave : 
'Thy Name to Rapture prompts my 'Tongue, 
My Joy by Day, by Night my Song : 

To Thee m Soul aſcends in Pray'r, 

And in thy Boſom pours its Care. 


4 Then why, my Soul, with Care oppreſs'd ? 


And whence the Woes that fill my Breaſt? 


In all thy Cares, in all thy Woes, 


On God thy ſteadfaſt Hope repoſe ; 
To Him my Thanks ſhall {till be paid, 
My ſure DEFENCE, my conſtant Alp. 


D 4 


I 


4 


6 


L 76. ] 
PS ALM XLII. Metre iii. 
S the poor Hart, tir'd in the Chace, 
Pants for the cool, e Flood, 


So pants my Soul for Streams of Grace, 
Thy cheering Viſits, O my Gop. 


For Gop my thirſty Spirit longs, 

The ſacred Spring of living Joy ;- . .. 
When fhall I come with thankful Songs, 
Before my Gop ?—Divine' Employ! | 


Thro' the ſad Night and mournful Day, 


My flowing Tears have been my Food; 
While taunting Foes continual ſay, * 
„And where is now thy Saviour Gop?” 


Vet will the LoxDcommand his Care, {Eyes 
His Love (ſweet Morn !) ſhall cheer mine 
And, mix'd with Praiſe; my nightly Pray'r, 
Gop of my Life, to Thee thall rite. 


Why ſinks my fainting Spirit down? 
Why do my reſtleſs Paſſions mourn ? ? 
What, tho* my Gop a Moment frown, _ . 
His bliſsful Smile will yet return. 


Then ſhall I ſpread his Pow'r abroad, ; 


His Smile my drooping Hope ſhall raiſe; 
My Light, my Health, my Saviour Gop, 


Shall change my Sighs to Songs of Praiſe. 


| P;S- ALAM XML. bit. 
UST Jupoꝝ of Heav'n, againſt my Foes 
J Do Thou aſſert my injur'd Right: 


O ſet me free, my God, from thoſe 


That in Deceit and Wrong delight. 


PpSALM XIII. 77 


2 Let me with Light and Truth be bleſt, 
Be Thou my Guide, and lead the Way, | 
Till on thy holy Hill 1 reſt, 12 
And in thy ſacred Temple praß) !“! 


3 Then will I there freſh' Altars raiſe ) 
To Gop, who is my only Jo; 
And well-tun'd Harps with Songs of Praiſe 
Shall all my grateful Hours employ.”” 


4 Why. then caſt down, my Soul, and why 
So much oppreſs'd with anxious Care ? 7 
On God, thy Gon; for Aid rely, 

Who will thy ruin'd is 5 bY. 11. L 


®. 


PSALM. XIIV. 


ORD, we have heard thy 8 of. old 
Thy Works of Pow 'r and Grat, 
When to our Ears our Fathers told 1 2A 
The Wonders of their Days. 1369 % 


2 How Thou didſt build thy Churches 5 . 
And make thy Goſpel knoumm; | 
Among them did! thine Arm appear; ) 
'Thy Light and Glory ſharo. 1701 1 


3 In Gop they boaſted all che Day, 00K þ 
And, in 4 gheerfit Tbrongn, 
Did Thouſauss meet to Palle: and pray Fr 
And Grace! Was, all their Song. 1:88 


4 But now, chaſtiz'd by. Thee, we Min) 2 
A Proverb ta our Foes ;; 
While feret Detiſion claps the: Hand, 2 £ 
And Cs wo Wues. Ja ©. 
D 5 


78 PS ALM XIIV. 


5 Awake, ariſe, Almighty Lozp ! 
Why ſleeps thy wonted Grace? | 
Why ſhould we look like Men abhorr'd, 
Or baniſh'd from thy Face? 


6 Redeem us from perpetual Shame, 
Our Saviour and our GoD; 
We plead the Honours of thy Name, 
The Merits of thy Blood. 


PSALM XLV. Metre i, 


| 1 take =P; ro 
me godly Song to ſing ; 

The Praife that I ſhall ſhew therein, 
Pertaineth to the Kino. 


2 NM Tongue ſhall be as * 
Ha Honour to indite, 
As is the Pen of any r 
That uſeth faſt to write. 


30 Q faireſt of all Menn! 
Thy Lips with Grace are pure; 
For Gop hath bleſſed Thee with Gifts 
For ever to endure, - 


4 About Thee” gird thy Sw 
O PRINCE of enden 


With Honour, Glory and Renown, 
Thou Art molt ric ly deckt. 


5 Gao forth with godly Speed, 
With Meckneſs, ea and Ri; hes 
Andithy right Hand ſhall Thee i „ 

In Works of Wy Might, - 


& 


1 


PSALM XLV. 79 


6 Thy Arrows ſharp and keen 
Their Hearts fo ſore ſhall ſting, 
T hat they ſhall crouch and kneel to Thee, 
Yea, all thy Foes, O KING. 


7 Thy royal Seat, O Lokp, 
For ever ſhall remain ; 
Becauſe the Sceptre of thy Realm 
Doth Righteouſneſs maintain. 


8 Wherefore thy holy Name 
All Ages ſhall record; 
The People ſhall give Thanks to Thee 
For evermore, O Loxrp. 


PSALM XLV. Metre ii. 


I XALTED by a bleſſed Thought, 
My Soul is on the Wing; 
I ſpeak, as by the Spikir taught, 
The Praiſe of CHRIS my KING. 


2 My Lips are'eager, and delight 
Glad Tidings to impart, 
As is the Pen of them that write 
With equal Eaſe and Art. 


3 Thy Form is fairer than the Race 
Of Men from Adam ſprung ; 
And Gow has giv'n eternal Grace 
To thy perſuaſive Tongue. 


4 Ride on, Thou PRIx ex of wondrous Might 
Gird on thy dreadful Sword! 
With Majefty, and glorious Light, 
And 'I RUTH'S 98 Word. 


80 PSALM: XLV. | 
5 Thy Throne, O Gop, for ever ftands 
Thy Word of Grace ſhall prove 


A peaceful Sceptre in thy Hands, 
To rule thy Saints by Love. 


6 Juſtice and Truth attend Thee ſtill, 
But Mercy is thy Choice 
And Gon, thy God, thy Soul ſhall fill 
With moſt peculiar Joys. 


PSALM XLV. Metre iii, 


1 NTOW be my Heart inſpir'd to fin 
N 'The Glories'of my Mice e, 
Jesus the Lox D; how heav'nly fair 


His Form How bright his Beauties are ! 
2 O'er all the Sons of human Race 


He ſhines with a ſuperior Grace, 


Love from his Lips divinely flows, ! 
And Bleflings all his State compoſe. 


3 Dreſs Thee in Arms, moſt mighty Lok p, 
Gird on the Terror of thy Sword! 
In Majeſty and Glory rides 
With Truth and Meekneſs at thy Side 


4 Thine Anger, like a pointed Dart. 
Shall pierce the Foes of ſtubborn Heart: 
Or Words of Mercy kind and ſweet 
Shall melt the Rebels at thy Feet. 


5 Thy Throne, O Gop, for ever ſtands, 
Grace is the Sceptre in thy Hands; 
Thy Laws and Works, are juſt and right, 
Juſtice and Grace are thy Delight. .. 


10 


II 


12 


PSALM XLV. 81 


6 Gon, thine own/Gop, has richly ſhed 
His Oil of Gladneſs on thy = os 
And with his facred SprRir leſt 
His firſt- born Sox above the reſt. 


PAR 7 II. 


THE Kd of Saints, how fair his Face, 
Adorn'd with Majeſty and Grace 
He comes with Bleſſings from above, 
And wins the Nations to his Love, 


8 At his right Hand our Eyes behold | 
The Queen array'd in pureſt Gold ; 
The World admires her heav*nl rok, 
Her Robe of Joy and INES 


He forms her Beauties like his own, _ 

, He calls and ſeats her near his Throne: 
Fair Stranger, let thine Heaft forget 
The Idols of thy i native State.. 


10 So ſhall the Kix c the more r ejoice | 
In thee, the F a\*rite of his Choice; 
Let Him be lov'd, and yet ador d. 
For He” s thy MAKER and thy Lond. 


110 happy Hour, when thou Jhah riſe 
To his fair Palace 3 in the Sk tes | 
And all thy Sons (a numerous Tmin) 
Each like a 1 Prints in Glory reign! 


 # 


12 Let endleſs ae crown his Head; 3 
Let ev'ry Age his Praiſes ſpread; 
While we with cheerful Songs approve 
The Condeicenti ons? of his Lore. 


, 4 1 3716 14 


A 


. 
— 
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PSALM XLVI. Metre i. 


I OD is the Refuge of his Saints, 
When Storms of ſharp Diſtreſs invade; 
Ere we can offer our Complaints, 


Behold Him preſent with his Aid. 


2 Let Mountains from their Seats be hurl'd 
Down to the Deep, and bury'd there : 
Convulfions ſhake the ſolid World, 

Our Faith ſhall never yield to Fear. 


3 Loud may the troubled Ocean roar, 
In ſacred Peace our Souls abide ; 
While ev'ry Nation, ev'ry Shore, 
Trembles, and dreads the ſwelling Tide. 


4 There is a Stream, whoſe gentle Flow 
Supplies the City of our Gop : 
Life, Love, and Joy, ſtill gliding through, 
And wat'ring our divine Abode. 


5 That ſacred Stream, thine holy Word, 
That all our raging Fear controls: 
Sweet Peace thy Promiſes afford, 
And give new Strength to fainting Souls. 


6 Sion enjoys her MoxARch's Love, 
Secure againſt a threat'ning Hour; 
Nor can her firm Foundations move, 
Built on his Truth, and arm'd with Pow'r. 
PART II. 


7 LET Sion in her KixG 1 e | 
Though Tyrants rage, and Kingdoms riſe ; 


He utters his Almighty Voice, [1 
The Nations melt, the Tumult dies, 


3 


10 


12 


PSALM XLVI. 83 


8 The Lonxp of old for Jacob fought ; 
And Jacob's Gop is ſtill our Aid; 
Behold the Works his Hand has wrought? 
What Deſolation He has made 


9 From Sea to Sea through all the Shores 
He makes the Noiſe of Battle ceaſe : 
When from on high his Thunder roars, 
He awes the trembling World to Peace. 


10 He breaks the Bow, He cuts the Spear ; 
Chariots He burns with heav'nly Flame: 
Keep Silence all the Earth; and hear 
The Sound and Glory of his Name! 


11 “ Be ſtill; and learn that I am Gop! 
c [']] be exalted o'er the Lands; 
« T will be known and fear'd abroad; 
« But ſtill my Throne in Sion ſtands.“ 


12 O Lomb of Hoſts; Almighty Kins ! 
While. we fo near thy Prefence dwell, 
Our Faith ſhall ſit ſecure, and ſing 
Defiance to the Gates of Hell. 


PSAL M XLVI. Metre ii. 
I OD' is our Refuge in Diſtreſz, 
G A preſent Help when Dangers pre ſs; 
In Him undaunted we confide: 
Tho' Earth were from her Centre toſt, 


And Mountains in the Ocean loſt, 
Torn piece- meal by the roaring Tide. 


2 A gentler Stream with Gladnefs ſtill _ 
The City of our Loxd ſhall fill, 
The royal Seat of Gop moſt high: 


84 PSA LM XLVI. 
Gop dwells in Sion, whoſe fair Tow'rs 5 
Shall mock th' Aſſaults of earthly. Pow'rs, 

\ » While his Almighty Aid is nigh- 


In Tumults when the Heathen rag'd, 25 
And Kingdoms War againſt us wag'd, 
He thunder'd and diſpers'd their Pow'rs : 
The Loxp of Hoſts conducts our Arms, : 
Our Tow'r of Refuge in Alarms, 
Our Fathers' Guardian-Gop, and, ours. po 
2 Bri Soft EN MLEVIE o. 

1 CYF OR A Shout of facred Joy 2 
O To God the Sov'reign BA Ip : 
Let ev*ry Land their "Tongues: employ, 

And Hymns of Triumph ing. | 


2 Jxsus, our Gop, aſcends on high: 3 
His heav*nly Guards around © 
Attend: him, riſing through the SE F 
With Trumpet's joyful Sound. 


3 While Angels ſhout and praiſe their Kixs, 4 
Let Mortals learn their Strains; 
Let all the Earth his Honpurs ſing; I; 
O'er all the Earth He reigns. 3 Fr 
Td DCT: 3 ey rn 24 T wore 21 ECY nr ſe 
+ Rehearſe bis Praiſe with Ay S ratung, 3 
Let Knowledge lead the Song, 
Nor mock Him, with a lolemn Sdund 1 
Upon a thoughtlels Tongue, 17 | 


5 In {jad ſtood his ancient Throne, | 6 


e loy'd that, chpſer e 
But now he calls the Wd Ve own, ©; H 


And Heathens taſte his Grace... 
„ 7* SAD G. e ICE 


'PSALM: XLVI. 85 
5 The Britiſh Iſlands are the Lox D 5 | 
There 4br*ham's' Gow is known, 
While) Pow'rs and Princes, maile and 
Submit before his Throne. [Swords 


PS AL M XLVIII. Metre i. 


I REAT. is the Lon p our 8 : 
And let his Praiſe be great: 
He Wake his Churches his Abode; 
His moſt delightful: Seat. 


2 Theſe Temples of his Grace, . 
How beautiful they ſtand 1 + . 
The:Honours of our native Place, 
And Bulwarks of our Land. | 


3 In Sion Gon is Known 25 Ot 
A Refuge in Diftreſs34 7 
How bright has his Salvation hone 


Through all her Palaces! 


4 When Xings againſt her , 
And ſaw the Lox D was there: 
In wild Confuſion of the Mind 
They fled with trembling Part 


5 When Navies, tall: and proud, 
Attempt to ſpoil our Peace; as 
He ſends his 'Tempett (roaring loud, 
And ſinks them in the Seas. 


6 Oft have our Fathers told, TOP © 
Our Eyes have often (ven; ET 
How: well our God ſocur d the . l 
Where his own Sheep have been. 


hn] 


86 PSAL M XLVIIL 


7 Incv'ry new Diſtreſs 
We'll to his Houſe repair; 
We'll think upon his wondrous Grace, 
And ſeek Deliv'rance there. 


err. 


8 FAR as thy Name is known 
The World declares thy Praiſe ; 
Thy Saints, O Lox, before thy Throne, 
heir Songs of Honour raiſe. 


9 With Joy let Judah ſtand, 
On Sion's choſen Hill; 
Proclaim the Wonders of thy Hand, 
And Counſels of thy Will. 


10 Let Strangers walk around 
The City where we dwell, 
Compaſs and view thine holy Ground, 
And mark the Building well: 


11 The Orders of thy Houſe, 
The Worſhip of thy Court; 
The cheerful Songs, the ſolemn Vows ; 
And make a fair Report. 


12 How decent and how wile ! 
How glorious to behold! 
Beyond the Pomp that charms the Eyes, 
And Rites adorn'd with Gold, 


I3 The Gop we worſhip now 
Will guide us till we dies 
Will be our Gop while here below, 
And through Eternity. = 


1 
PSALM XLVIII. Metre ii. 


1 ORD ! what our Ears long ſince have 
Our Eyes delighted trace, [known, 
Thy Love in long Succeſſion ſhown 


To Salem's choſen Race. 


2 Thrice bleſt Abode ! whoſe ev'ry Tow'r 
By Thee ſupported ſtands, 
The Gop whoſe wide-extended Pow'r 
Th' ethereal Hoſt commands. 


3 When proſtrate at thy hallow'd Shrine, 
Thy Mercies Each ſurveys, 
Tranſported with the View, we join 
In Wonder, Love, and Praiſe. 


PART IE 


4 LET Sion's heav'n- devoted Mount 
With Shouts of Triumph ring, 
And Fudah's Daughters, pleas d, recount 
The Judgments of her KING. 


5 Go, walk her facred Streets along, 
And let her Tow'rs be told; 
Wich curious Eye her Bulwarks ſtrong, 
And beauteous Domes, behold. 


6 So ſhall the fair Deſcription laſt, 
Preſerv'd in full Record, 
And tell what Glories once have grac'd 
The Seat of Faceb's Lorp. 


7 To Him our thankful Hearts ſhall bow, 
Nor own a God beſide; | 
To Life's laſt Period Him avow, 
The ever faithful Guide. | 


— 


[ 88 J 
1 8 A AL M XILIX. 


1 Hv do the Proud inſult the Poor, 
And boaſt the large Eftates they have? 


"How vain are Riches to ſecure 


Their haughty Owners from the Grave! 


2 There the dark Earth and diſmal Shade 
Shall claſp their naked Bodies round ; 
That Fleſh fo delicately fed 
Lies cold, and —— 0 nog in the Ground. 


3 Like thoughtleſs Sheep, the Sinner dies, 
Laid in the Grave for Worms to eat 
The Saints ſhall in the Morning riſe, 
And find th' Oppreſſor at their Feet. 


4 His Honours periſh in the Duſt, 
His Pomp and Beauty, Birth and Blood: 
That glorious Day exalts the Juſt 
10 full Dominion o'er the Proud. 


Fe My SAvious ſhall my Life reſtore, 
And raiſe me from my dark Abode: . 
My Pleſh and Soul ſhall part no more, 
But dwell for ever with my Gop, 


e p A LIMA L. 


EHOVAH from his choſen Place [crown'd: 
Shines forth, with matchleſs Beauty 


He cames 5 devouri F lames his F ace, 
His Steps impetuous torms ſurround. 


2 From EH 
The dreadful Summons ſwiftly rolls; 
His Voice, in Thunder's 8 — "1M | 
At once th affrighted World controls. 


to. Mai, from. Tk to Shore, 


PS AL M L. 89 


3 * Go, call my Saints together ;—thoſe 
Who in my Laws delight; and o'er. 


« "Their Sacrifice my, Cov? nant choſe, .. 


s cc And there to Me deyoutly ſwore, Ot 


Hear me, my People? Mall. hear ! 


« With'thee the Cauſe-T'll calmly plead: 
„Lo! I the Lok or Hoss appear 
« The Mighty Gop,rthiy: _ reign Head | 


cc Did 1 e er * for Sacrifice ? 


Or of thy ſparing Hand complain? 


«Or bid that conſtant'Steams ſhould ſe | 
&; From bleeding Bullocks, duly lain ? f 


6 * Vain Trifles all 1—Th ſolemn Feaſts, ; 
«Thy Bullocks and thy, ats Icon: 


« The F oreſt-Herds are mine the de Beaſts 


i „Which on a thouſand Hills are born, 


« The feather'd Hoſts, the Fowls:are. mine, 
And all the Droves Which graze the F ok 1 
« If hungry, I'd not aſk of tine; 


«To Me the World its Plenty yields. 75 


„ Thinkiſt thou the Fleſh of Bulls Pd eat, 
« Or Goats? Or drink their ſtea g Gore! 
« No :—give:Me'Praiſe ; my Praiſè repeat; 
« My Grace, with Vows pertorm'd, iſto te 


« Then in the Time of Danger cry 


To Me; to Me thy Griefs diſplay; 3 2 L 
* And thou, when I to fave thee fly, 1 ©. 


ce Wanne to ber Name malt pay” 44 


| A þ 4 & 
2 * . 5 


7 


wy PSALM IL. 
| PART I. 
10 THE Lonxp the Jupo his Churches 


Let Hypocrites attend and fear, [ warns, 
Who place their Hopes in Rites and Forms, 
But make not Faith nor Love their Care. 


x1 Vile Wretches dare rehearſe his Name, 
With Lips of Falſehood and Deceit ; 
A Friend or Brother they defame, 
And ſooth and flatter thoſe they hate. 


12 They watch to do their Neighbours Wrong, 
Yet dare to ſeek their MAK ER's Face; 


They take his Cov'nant on their Tongue, 
But break his Laws, abuſe his Grace. 


13 To Heav'n they lift their Hands unclean, 
- Defil'd with Luſt, defil'd with Blood; 
By Night they practiſe ev'ry Sin, 
By Day their Mouths draw near to Gon. 
14 And while his Judgments long delay 
They grow ſecure and fin the more ; 


They think He ſleeps as well as they, 
And put far off the dreadful Hour. 


15 O dreadful Hour! when Gop draws near, 
And ſets their Crimes before their Eyes 
His Wrath their guilty Souls ſhall tear, 
And no Deliv'rer dare to riſe. 


PSALM LI. Metre i. 
I QEEW Pity, Loxp ; O Loxn, forgive, 
Are not thy Mercies large and free? 


Let a repenting Rebel live: 
May not a Sinner truſt in THREE! 


PSALM LI. 9 

2 My Crimes are great, but not ſurpaſs 
The Pow'r and Glory of thy Grace: 

Great God, thy Nature hath no Bound, 
So let thy pard' ning Love be found. 


3 O waſh my Soul from ev'ry Sin, 
And make my guilty Conſcience clean; 
Here on my Heart the Burden lies, 
And paſt Offences pain mine Eyes. 


4 My Lips with Shame my Sins confeſs 
Againſt thy Law, againſt thy Grace 
LoRD, ſhould thy Judgment grow ſevere, 
I am condemn'd, but Thou art clear. 


5 Should ſudden Vengeance ſeize my Breath, 
I muſt pronounce Thee juſt in Death: 
And if my Saul were ſent to Hell, 

Thy righteous Law approves it well. 


6 Yet ſave a trembling Sinner, Loxp, 
W hoſe Hope, ſtill hov'ring round thy Word, 
Would light on ſome ſweet Promiſe there, 
Some ſure Support againſt Deſpair, 


PART Il 


7 LORD, I am vile, conceiv'd in Sin 
And born unholy and unclean: K 
Sprung from the Man whoſe guilty Fall 
Corrupts the Race, and taints us All. 


8 [Soon as we draw. our Infant- Breath, 
The Seeds of Sin grow. up for Death: 
Thy Lay demands a perfect Heart; 
But we're dett'd in ev'ry Part.] N 


PS AL M _ 


9 Behold I fall before chy Fade; 
My only Refuge is thy Stute: 
No outward Forms can make An 
The Leproſy lies deep within. 19 301 


10 No bleeding Bird, nor bleeding Beaſt, 
Nor H yllop-Branch, nor ſprinkling Prieſt, 
Nor running Brook, nor Flood, nor r Sea, 
Can waſh the diſmal Stain away! 4 


11 JESUS, my Gon, thy Blood alone 5 
Hath Pow'r ſufficient to atone?: 
Thy Blood can make me white as. snow; 
No Fewiſh Types could cleanſe me ſo. 


12: While Guilt diſturbs and breaks my Peace, 
Nor Fleſh nor Soul hath Reft or Eaſe; 
Lok, let me hear thy pard'ning Voice, 
And make my hroken Bones rehoice. 1 


„ Uh e 130 


13.0 TH Ov that hear'ſt when Sinners Cry, 
Though all my Crimes before Thee lie, 
Behold them . ith angry. Look, 

But blot their Meat rm thy Book. 


14 Create my Nature pure within, 
nd form my Soul averſe to Sin: 
Let thy good Srix Ir ne'er depaft, 
Nor. hide thy Preſence from my Heart. 


15 I cannot live without thy Light, 
Caſt out and baniſn d from thy Sight dy 
Thy holy Joys, my God reſtore - 
And guafa: me that I fall no more. 


oV. 


16 


17 


i, 


- 
© Soo wy 


—_—— 1 


16 Though have 


3 O may thy cred Hyſſe op prove 


PSALM LI. 93 
iev'd th SprxrT, Loxp, 
His Help and Comfort fill afford? 


And let a Wretch come near thy Throne, 
To plead. the Merits of thy Sov. - 


17 Then will [teach the World thy Ways; 


Sinners ſhall learn 1 057 reign Grace 3 
PI! lead them to: my VIOUR Blood, 
And they ſhall 10515 a pard ning Gon. 


18 O may chy Love inſpire my Tongue ! 


'Salvation That be all my Song; 
And all my Pow! join to bleſs ä 
The Lonnmy Strength and Righteouſneſs. 


P'S ALM LI. VMetre u. 


LMIGHT V Father, good and kind 
To praying Souls of humble Mind, 
Ever attentive to the Sighs 
That _ repenting. Boſoms: riſe, - - 
Wuaſh Thou my Stains. 


2 Tis dk deck Gon ! tis thine alone, 
To know and judge what I have done; 3 
So ſhall thme awful Sentence be * not L 
From: all Exception ever free / 06 

| Of erring Men. 


The ledge of reconciling þ 
Kind Father ! Thou deli} gutt to 1 
Then oer 22 Soul let * are 


ITE be Bra Ute. 


ov IFAL b 7+ 101 : af E 


94, PSAL M. LI. 
4.80 bell my Sens gf getpeſt Dye 


Remdve from thy leverer Eye; 30 
. Thy Love revive m fainting Heart, 


Thy Grace a hear 1 Life impart 
h 


rough all my Frame. 
2 IRT II. 


5 CREATE, O Gop ! my Pow'rs anew, 
Make my whole Heart ſincere and true; 
O caſt me not in Wrath N 


Nor let th yon apuy: n - 
en l ern ceaſe to 32 


6 Reſtorithy F abr -Blig divine! 
Thoſe heav'nly Joys that once were mine; 
Let thy own SPIRIT, kind and free, 
Uphold and guide my Steps to Thee, 
The Wand'rer's Home, 


7 Then will I teach thy: ſacred Ways, 
With holy Zeal proclaim thy Praiſe ; 
Till Sinners leave the dang'rous Road, 


Forſake 5 A gry and turn to Goo 
| Wich Hearts ſincere, 


8 O cleanſe my Guilt, and heal my Pain, 
Remove the Blood-polluted Stain; V 
Then ſhall my Heart adoring trace, 
y SAVIOUR Gon, the boundles Grace 

by | That flows from Thee. 


AAT N. 


9  Uncloſe theſe Lips to ſpeak thy Name 
So long ſeal'd up with Guilt — Shame, 
Thy glorious Acts ſhall then adorn 


M Song —and es yet unborn 
" ** Ju : "Adore thy Name, 


10 


12 


PSALM LL 95 


19 W erg fre Victims th by Demands | 
I'd pour their Blood with, joyful Hand ; 


No bleeding Goat thine Altar claims, 


No Sacrifice in ballow'd Flames 
15 thy Delight, 


11 God's Seife are Souls that mourn, 
With inward, deep Contrition torn: 
The broken Heart, repentant Sighs, 


O Gop,. Thou never. wilt deſpiſe 
Of Ae Man. 


12 Sxvrdun of Men! Since Grice is thine, 
On Sion's Hill let Mercy'thine ; * 
Glad Off rings then prepar'd ſhall be, 
And each Oblatien riſe to Thee 


6  FY - WW AA i 


PSALM: III. 


W. nes boaſts th thy Heart the 
To work a:Brother's Woe? \Pow'r 
While Gop his Mercy bids each TOUS 

In Streams unmeafur'd flow. + | 


2 With Joy.thy Tongue, to F alſchood proge, 
Its Venom deals around; | 
Nor Razor, ſharpen'd on the Stone, | 
Inflicts ſo deep a Wound. | 


But ſoon the Juſt, XY Awe poſi, 
a Shall view thy blaſted Pride; 
And from their W Sk. Foe releas 


Thy impious Ds: deride,, 


14 


© S 
”_ d 


4 PS ATL M MEL 
« Lo: there the Wretch in "Treſpaſs bold, 
« "Why Gop's Support diſdain'd, 
« Antt on his Heaps of treaſur'd Gold 
« His frantic Hope ſuſtain'd. 0 


5 Freſh as the verdant Olive, I 
Within thy QGourt ſhall ſtand; 
And fed, indulgent Lon n, rely 


ha, thy proteding bland. 


Acts my Praiſe ſhall ever vlaim, 
hy Mans, amidſt my Woes, 
(How — to- thy Saints that Name) 


My h Hoar-compale, 
8 L. Mx LI. 


Fog $ in their Hearts profanely ſay 
That all Religion's vain; 

« There is no Gov that reigns on high, 
« Or. minds th* Affairs of Men.“ 


2 From 'Ehoughts fo dreadful and „ 
Corrupt Diſcourſe proceeds; 
And in their. ĩmpious e are ſound 
Abominable Deeds. 


3 The Lol b from his eeleſtial Thrane 
Look'd down on Things below, 
To firid the Man that ſought his r, 
Or did his Juſtice know. 


4 By Nature all are gone aſtray; 
Their Practice all the ſame: | 
There's none that fears his Matxrr's Hand; 
There's none that toyes dis Name. 
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5 Such Seeds of Sin (that bitter ee Be 
In ev'ry Heart are found:; 
Nor can 9 bear diviner F ruit, 
Till Grace refines the Ground. 


EAR T II. 


6 ARE all the, Fors of Sion Fools, 
Who thus devour her Saints? 
Do they not know her SAVIOUR rules, 
And pities her Complaints.? 


7 They ſhall be ſeiz d with ſad Surpriſe ; ; 
For Gov's avenging Arm 
Scatters. the Bones. of them, that riſe 
" To do his Children Harm. 9 


8 In vain the Sons of Satan boaſt 
Of Armies in Array; 4 
When Gov has firſt bees their n 4 
They fall an eaſy-Prey. 5 
9. O for a Word from Siens Kix, 


Her Captives to reſtore; | _ | // 
Jacob with All his Tribes ſhall ling, 


And Judah mourn no more. 


p S. ALM II V. 
1 HY Name my ſteadfaſt Heart avows ; 
Do Thou my injur'd Cauſe eſpouſe, 
And be thy Strength my Ad. 
My Plaints, Atmighty Sartout, beat, 


And let them by thy.pityin 
With full Regard be eee. x 


2 Oppreſſors from thy "A eftry 
With I yrants. herce,, a ainſt =» LIM 
My guiltleſs 3 purſue; 


3 


9% PSALM IIV. 


But *midft my Helpers Heav'n's high Log 
Shall ſtand, and, faithful to his Word, 5 
Each adverſe Power ſubdue. «wth 


3 O let my Heart (their Rage repell'd) 
Itſelf a willing Of ring yield; 
To Thee its Praife ſhall flow, 


* 4 


While to my Thought thy Mercies riſe, 5 

That Hos me, with admiring Eyes, | 
ſee my proſtratè Foe." BAN 

PSALM, LV. Alete i,. | g 


e my Rervce, hear my Cries, 
Behold my flowing Tears, 
For Earth and Hall my Hurt deviſe, 
And triumph 1 in my Fears. 1 10 9 


2 Thiir Rage e is levell'd at my Life, 
My Soul with Guilt they load, 
And fill: my Thoughts with inward Strife, 
To ſhake my Hope in Gs. 


3 With inward Pain my Heart-ſtrings found, 1 
I groan with ev'ry Breat; | 
Horror and Fear beſet me round, 


Among the Shades of Death. LIF 


40 that I, like the gentle Dove, I 5 
Could ftretch my Fah plum Wikgs! 
I'd fly, and make a long Remove 
From all theſe reſtleſs Things. 


5 Let me to ſome wild Deſert — —- . 3 
And find 4 peaceful Home, F 
Where Storms of Malice never vow, 
Temptations never come. 0 


PSALM LV. 99 
by > e En 


1 BY Morning-Light I'll ſeek his F ace, 
At Noon repeat my Cry, 

The Night ſhall hear me alk his Graces . 
Nor will He long deny). 


7 Gop ſhall preſerve my Soul from Fi ear, 
Or ſhield me when afraid. 
Ten thouſand Angels muſt appear, 
If He command their Aid. N 


8 J caſt m Burdens on the Lonvd, 
The Lokp ſuſtains them all! 
My Courage reſts upon his Word, 
That Saints ſhall never fall. 


9 My higheſt Hopes ſhall not be vain, ,- 
My Lips ſhall fpread his Thos 51 
While cruel and deceitful +1 * 

Scarce Iive out half their Days. r 


PSALM LV. Mette ii. 


1 O HEAR my Voice, All- potent Sir, 
Nor diſtant from my Pray! * retires; 
Whoſe Accents, to,thine Ear impart? / 
The Anguiſh of my heaving | Heart. tray d, 


2 A Crowd, whoſe Thoughts, from Thee have 
With Falſchood arm'd, my Peace invads ; 
And Griefs and Tears, that ſhun Control, 
Shake to its inmoſt Depth my Soul. 


3% 0 Who ſhall give me?” 1 75 us my Breaſt * 
Its vain nquietude ex ey 
« 'Tht Dave's. light ing, 955 'throig ihe 
« A wietched Fugitive may bear? 


4 
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4 * How would I mount the wafting Wind, 
« How leave the writhful Storms behind ! j 
« Ant in the Heſert's lone Retreat, 
« Contented, da laſting Seat! joy! 


5 But Gop (my Refuge) Ho. - 
From each Diſtreſs my Sul {hall free ; 
Wich fervent! Lips, to Him 111! pray 
At Dawn, at- Noon; at Cloſe of Day. 


6 O caff ther fearleſs on thy Gos; 
He (ſtrong to ſave) the — Load 
Within is foſt' ring Arms (hall bear, 
And feed thee with a Parent's Care. 


PSALM EVI. 


"THOU whoſe jufkice reigns on high, 
And makes th Oppreſſor ceaſe, 
Behold how envious Sinners 


To vex and break my Peace. 
2 The Sons of Violence and Lies 
Join to devour me, LoxD; 
But as my hourly Dangers rife, 
My Refage is thy ord. 


3 In Gon moſt Holy, Juſt, and Te, 
I have repos d my Traft ; 

a Nor will 1 fear what Fleth can do, 
The Offspring of the Duſt. 


wreſt my Words $ 0 Miſchief rr 
1 the eme with unktowrn Faults ; 
Miſchief doth all their Coutiſels fill, 


21015 And Malice alt their N 


10 
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5 Shall they eſcape without thy'Frown? | 
Muſt their Devices ſtand ? | 
O caſt the haughty Sinner down, 
And let him knew thy. Hand. 


„ART. II. 


6 GOD' counts the Sorrows of his Saints, 
Their Groans affect his Ears j— 
THov haſt a Book for my Complaints, 

A Bottle for my Tears. TITTY 


7 When to thy Throne I raiſe my Cry, 
The Wicked fear and flee; © 
So ſwift is Pray'r to reach the Sky, 
So near is Gop to me. 


8 In Thee, mot Holy, Juſt, and Free, 
I have repos'd my "ruſt ; 
Nor will 1 fear what Man can do, 
The Offspring of the Dult. 


9 * folemn Vows are on me, Loxp, 
hou ſhalt receive my Praiſe z 
I'll fing, © How faithful is thy Word! 
« How righteous all thy Ways * 


| 
ö 
a 
| | 
| 
L 
1 
\ 
. 
} 


—— - 


10 Thou haſt ſecur'd my Soul from Death ; 
O ſet thy Pris'ner free: 
That Heart and Hand, and Life and Breath, 
May be employ'd for Thee. 


PSALM EVIL 
Y Gov, in whom are all the Springs 
Of boundleſs Love and Grace un- 
1 known; * * 

e me beneath ſpreading 
Till the dark Cloud l overblown. +a 


E 5 
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2 Up to the Heav'ns I ſend my Cry, 
The Lorp will my Deſires perform ; 
He ſends his Angel from the Sky," 
And faves me from the threat' ning Storm. 


3 Be Thou exalted, Om y God, 3 
Above the: Heav'ns — Angels dwell! 
Thy Pow'r on Earth be known abroad, 
And Land to Land thy Wonders tell. 


4 My Heart is fix'd ; my Song ſhall raiſe 
Immortal Honours to thy Name; | 
Awake, my Tongue, to ſound his Praiſe ! 4 
My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame! 


5 High o'er the Earth his Mercy reigns, 
And reaches to the utmoſt Sky; 
His Truth to endleſs Years remains, 
When lower Worlds diſſolve and * 


6 Be Thou exalted, O my Gop, 
Above the Heav'ns where Angels'dwell ! 
Thy Pow'r on Earth be known abroad, 1 
And Land to Land thy Wanders tell. 


PSALM LVIII. 


UDGES, who rule the World by ws, 2 
Will ye deſpiſe the righteous Cauſe, 
When m injur'd Poor before you ſtands ? 
Dare ye condemn the righteous Poor, 
And let rich Sinners ſcape ſecure, Hands? 
While Gold and Greatneſs bribe your 


2 Have ye forg forgot, or never knew, 
That Gop' will judge the Judges too? 
High in the flear ns his Juſtice reigns; 


P SAL M' LVIII. 163 
Yet you invade the Rights of Gop, 


And ſend your bold Decrees abroad, [ by 
To bind the Conſcience in your Cbeins. | 


TY ALmtouTy thunders from the Sky! | 
Their Grandeur melts; their Titles die, 
As Hills of Snow diſſolve and run; 
Or Snails that periſh in their Slime, : 
Or Births that come before their Time, 

Vain Births that never ſee the Sun. 


4 Thus ſhall the Vengeance of the Lon 
Safety and: Joy to Saints afford; Cf 
Ard All 4 hear ihall join ond an 
0 Sure there's a Gop that rules on high, 
« A Go that hears his Children cry, , 
« And will. their Suff rings well repay. 


7 5 A L M LIX. | 
AVE. me, 0 * m gracious Gs, 


From my determin'd Foes ; 
In my Defence appoſe thy Pow'r 
To theirs wiſe me Ae | 


2 On Thee I wal tis on thy Strength. 5 
For Succour I depend: *. 
1.8. Thou, O Gop, art my. Arbe — 


' Who, only, e canſt t defend: *. 
3 Thy Mercy, Lonn, which has ſo oft; 


om Danger ſet/me free, | 
Shall crown my Wiſhes, and ſubdue 3H 
u havghty 2 i me., -, A 


5 4s 


* 


U 
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4 Early will I thy Mercy fing, 
Thy wendrous Pow'r confeſs z 
Fer Thou haſt been my fure Dxr Eck, 
My Reeve in Diſtreſs. 


5 To Thee, with never-ceaſing Praiſe, 
O G, my Strength, V1 ſing: 
Thou art my Gon, the Rock from whence 


My Health and Safety ſpring. 
En” be 


I EPULS'D, difpers'd, chaſtis'd by Thee, 
G grant us, Loup, thy Face to ſee ; 

And let the People, once thy Care, 
Again thy fav'ring Preſence ſhare, 

2 How trembles this divided Land 
Beneath the Terrors of thy Hand! 
O Tuo, the Gor? whom we adore, 

Its Breaches heal, its Peace reſtore. 


3 Thy juſt Decrees Mrs Eyes. 
Have bid a Scene of Sorrow riſe; 
And to his pallid Lips the Wine 
Of dire Aſtoniſhment conſign. 

4 Yet (te, thine Hands a Standard rear; 
Beneath it Each, who owns thy Fear, 
(Fn ag'd in TRUTH's neglected Cauſe) 

Is Sword, ſecure of Conqueſt, draws. 

5 Such, Objects of thy tend'reſt Love, 
Defend, propitious, from above 
Let Me with them thy Mercy ſhare, 
And hear, O heat my ceaſeleſs Pray't ! 


. "i * 
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PS ALM LXI. Metre 1. 
1 "HEN overwhelm'd with Grief, 


My Heart within me dies; 
| Help leſs and fir from all Relief, 
To Heay'n I lift mine Eyes. 


2 O lead me to the Rock. ' 
That's high above my Head ; 
And make the Covert of thy Wings 
My Shelter and | my Shade. 


2 Within th Preſence, Loxn, 
For ever LI abide: La NA 
Thou art the Tow's. of my Defence, 
The RzFuGE where I hide. 


4 Thou giveſt me the Lot 
Of thoſs that fear thy Name; 
If endleſs Life be their Reward, 
I ſhall poſſeſs the ſame. 


PS AL M LXI. Metre il. | 


PPRE $9'D'with Grief, in Exile loſt, 
To THERE, from raols utmoſt Coaſt, 
My Voice, eternal Gob, I fend ; | 
O hear my Plaintz my Pray'r attend. 


2 High on the Rocx my Fortreſs rear, / 
There let me ſtand unmov'd; and hear 
The Storms (that now around me beat) 
At Diſtance roll beneath my Feet. 

3 Thee, Lon, I ſeek, whene'er my Foes + 
With dire Intent my Path inclole; 


And own Thee, in the'dang*rous Hour, 
My ſteadfaſt Hors, my ſtrongeſt Tow R. 


7 
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4 Remote: — Fear, within thy Shrine, 
- Thou, Lon p Dwelling alt a 
Thy Wigs 8 Mall, wrap me in eig ade; ; 
Tie 82 haſt heard me when I; pray d. 


5 Thus ſhall thy Love awake my Song; 
Thy Name the willing Note prolong, 
While wa The with Zeal, my Vows I pay, 


And bleſs, hee to my lateſt Day. 


PSA L M IXI. Metre 8 


MI Spirit looks to Gov alone "+" 

My Rocł and Refuge is his Throne; 
In all my F ears, in all my Straits, 

My Soul for his Salvation waits. 


2 Truſt him, ye "ONE in al your Ways, 
Pour out your Hearts before his Face: 
When Helpers fail; and Foes invade, 
Gop is our all-ſufficient Aid. : 


Falſe: are the Men of high Degree, Fd 

1 The baſer Sort are Vanity; 5 | 
Laid in the Balance, both appear | 
Light as a Bubble in the Kir. 0 


4 Make not increaſing Gold your Truſt, : 
Nor ſet your 8 on glitt ring Duſt; 
Why will you graſp the flecting Smoke, 
And nat believe what Gp hath ſpoke? 


5 Once hath his awful Voice declar'd, 

Once and again my Ears have beard, ö 
« All Pow'r is his eternal Due 
He muſt be fear d and truſted tooẽ 


vv A ed 


P'S ALM LXII. roy 
6 Por ſow'reign Power reigns not alone, A 
Grace is a Partner of the Throne; 

Thy Grace and Juſtice, mighty Low, ' 
1 f well divide « our rand üer 5 


3 8 A L M 150; Mea ii. 
TY Soul in Gon its * bas ug; 
When various Griefs beſet me rounds 
His Love ſhall, ſure Deliy'rance yield; 
By Him thro? Life I-walk — i 
And ſafe from Lapſe my Courſe maintain, 
Or, falling, truſt to nſec , boy $ 


2 How long, Artificers of In, 

Shall Schemes of Death n your „ Skilt ? 
Vain are the, Wiles, for him prepar'd [ guard, 
Whom Heav'n's high Log, vouchſafes to 
And (crown'd with, Honours from above) 
Proclaims the Object of his Love. 


3 Thee, Loxp, m y Glory; Thee alone, 
My Rock, my Health, my Strength, Iown:— 
Ye Tribes in Gon your Help behold, 
To Him with me your Hearts unfold; 
Each Want ries hy each Grief reveal; 
For who, O who like Him can heal 3 


4 O Vanity, thy Name is Max, Gps .— 
Where'er the human Mind we ſcan; 

Truſt not in Wrong and Fraud no more 
On Hope's light Wing . ſoar; 
Nor let the glitt ring Heap impart 
One With to thy deluded Heart.: 


08 PSALM LXII. 
5 Once from his Throne th' ALMIGHTY ſpake, 7 


And forth again the Accents brake :— 
c claim the univerſal Sway, - f 
And thoſe whoſe Hearts my Will obey 
« (Since Pow'r in Me with Mercy's join'd) g 
“The promis'd Crown of Life ſhall find.“ 
PSALM LXIII. Metrei. 
A Y Gop, permit my. Tongue 
| This Joy, to call Thee mine; 
And let my ear e e | 
To taſte thy Love divine. 
2 My thirſty, fainting Soul 
Th Mercy doth implore ; 


Not Travellers, in Deiert-Lands, 
Can pant for Water more. 


3 Within thy Churches, Lozp, 
I long to find a Place; 
Thy Pow'r and Glory to behold, 
And fee! thy quick*ning Grace. 


4 For Life, without thy Love, 
No Reliſh can afford; 
No Joy can be compar'd with this, 

To ſerve and pleaſe the Loap. 

5 To Thee Pl lift my Hands, 
And praiſe Thee while I live; 

| Not the rich Dainties of a Feaſt 

| Such Food or Plealure give. 


4 


77. . ˙  ——— 


| 6 In wakefut Hours cf Night, | 3 
I call my God to mind; 
I think how wiſe thy Counſels are, 


And all thy Dealings kind, 


PSALM LXIII. 109 
Since. Thou haſt been my Help, 
To Thee my Spirit: dies, 4 


And on thy och Providence | | 
My cheerful Hope relies. 


8 The Shadoiy of meu Wings 
My Soul in Safet | 1 
I follow where my 3 _— 
And He ſupports my Steps. 


PSA L M LXIII. Metre ii. 


I EW my Gov) without Delay, 
[ hafte to ſeek thy Face: 
My thirſty. Spirit faints away, -- 
ithout thy cheering Grace. 


2 80 Pilgrints on the ſcorching Sand, 
Beneath a burning S, 
Long for a cooling Stream at hand 
And they muſt drink or die. 


3 I've ſeen thy Glory, and thy Pow'r, 
Through all thy Temples fine; 
My Gop, repeat Thar Heav'nly Hour, 
That Viſion ſo. divine! 


4. Not all the Bleſſings of a Feaſt rer 
Mt Can pleaſe my Soul ſo well, C_ 
As when thy richer Grace I taſte, | 
And in thy Preſence dwell. 


5 * 2 itſelf, with all her "eh 
beſt Paſſions move, 

Or Or 1 high my cheerful Voice, 
As thy forgiving Love. 
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6 Thus, till my laſt expiring Da 0.4 
| FIl bleſs — Gov and bas. | 5 
Thus will I lift my Hands to pray, 
And tune my Lips to ſing. - - 


PART H.. 4 


7 Tas in the Watches of the Night, 
I thought upon thy Po. Tr: 

I kept thy Faithfulneſs in Sight | 
Amidſt the Garkeft out, IA 5 


8 My Fleſh lay reſting on my Bed, 
y Soul aroſe on high ; TE 1 
« My God, my Life, my Hope,” ſaid, 
Bring thy Salvation nig... 1 
9 My Spirit labours up thine Hill, 


Abd: climbs the-heavinly Road; kT « 
But thy Right-Hand upholds me a 


' 
| 
| 
[ 


While P purſue: my Goo. - 
10 Thy Mercy ſtretches o'er my Head 
Tee Shadow of thy Wings; 
* eart rejoices in thine Aid, 
y Tongue awakes and angs. N 3 8 


PS AL M LXIII. Metre iii. 


x (GET z indulge my humble Claim, 
Thou art my Hope; my Joy; M Reſt : 
The Glories that dg thy , 
Stand all engag*d to make me bleſt. 


2 Thou Great and Good, thou Juſt and Wiſe, 
Thou art my FATHER 217 my. G6»; 45 
And Lam hine' by ſacred Ties 
Thy Son, thy Servant, bought with Blood, 
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3 Wich Heat and Eyes and liſted Hands, 
For Tür L long, , to, Tres | loox; 
As Travellers, in thirſty Lands. 

Pant for the cooling Wer bre. 


4 With early Feet Llove t' appeaer 

Among thy Saints, and ſeek thy F: Jer 
Oft haye I ſeen thy Glory there,” Ke, 
And felt the Pow x of ſov/reign Grate.” | 


5 Nor Fruits nor Wines that tempt our Taſte, 
Nor all the Joys our Senſes. — 0 


Could make me ſo divinely hleſt, 
Or raiſe my cheerful Paſſions ſo. 


6 My Life itſelf, without thy Love, 
Ns o Taſte of Pleaſure could afford; 
Twould but a tireſome Burden prove,” 
If I were baniſh'd from the Loxd-. 


7 Amidſt the wakeful "Hours of Ni ht, 
When buſy Cares afflict my ph thy | 
One Thought of F Thee give gives new ' Delights 
And adds Refreſhment to my Bed. 


8 III lift my Hands, 1 raiſe my 8 5 
While have Breath to pray r praiſe: 
This Work 1hball make my Heart rezoiges 
And | ſpend. the Remnant 0 X my D Days. | 

PSALM. LXIII. Metre iy 
H Od at my Gon, to Thee my Eyes 
I lift ere yet the Dawn ariſe: 
With ſacred Thitſt, © Lon, I burn; 
My kleart, my: Fleſh, thine ”"— mourn, 


As o'er;th* inhoſpitable: Way 4: 
Amidit a barren Waſte I fray, 
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2 Yet here, by. heay'nly Wiſdom led, 
Expectant wait, till o'er my Head 
Thy Beams in mild Eflulecnee play, 
And turn my Darkneſs into Da 
Thoſe Beams which oft my Eyes beheld 
Within thy Temple; Lox, reveal'd. 


3 Thy Love my Lips Hall ever tell, 
( Can Life itſelf that Love excel 7 
Nor ceaſe, while Breath prolongs my Days, 
In thankful Notes the Hymn to raiſe: 
To Thee thy Servant, Lok p, as now, 
His Hands thall rear, his: Knees ſhall bow. 


4 Safe in the Shadow of thy Wings, 
In Thee I joy, O KING or Kings ! 
When Dangers threaten to devour, 
(Superior to each adverſe: Pow'r ) 
Thine Arm extends the Help divine, 
And long Experience calls it Mine, 


5 | 
PS ALM EXH, Metre v. 
1 Gop gracious Gon, to Thee 
O My Morning Pray'r ſhall offer d be, 
1 or 11 hee my thrlty Soul does pant: 
My fainting implores thy Grace, 


thin this dry and barren Place, 
Where I refreſhing Waters want. 


2 O to my longing Eyes once more, 
Thar View of 3 Pow'r reſtore, 
Thy Preſence in thy Houſe difplays ; 
Becauſe to me thy wondrous Lo xe 
Than Life itſelf does dearer prove, 
My Lips ſhall always ſpeak thy Praiſe. 
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3 My Life, chile I that Life enjoy, 
In bleſſing Go I willemplay; ; 
With liked Hands adore his Name: 
My Soul's Content ſhall he as great ' | 
As theirs who: choiceft :Daintres eat; 
While I with Joy his Praiſe proclaim. 


4 When down 1 he, ſweet Sleep-to.find, 
Thou, LorD, art preſent to my Mind, 
And when I wake in Dead of Night; 
Becauſe Thou ſtill doſt Succour bring, 
Beneath the Shadow of thy Wing 85 
T reſt with Safety and Delight. 


P'S AL M LXIV. 


1 1 Suppliant 88 
My Life, bleſt Loxp, from hoſtile 


Secure, — While Men: my. Soul, purſue, . [Fear 
And hide: O hide me from their View. 


2 Behold the ſlaughter- breathing Throng 
Whet, as a Sword, their baleful Tongue, 
And Words, as Arrows keen, prepare, 
That, wing d with Death, ſſy 1 


3 Ah! Wretches, whither will wo 


Behold che Arrow from on: hi 
Deſcend, that bears ngon its 
The Wrath of Heav'n's offended. KINO ! 


4 Each Heart ſhall own, with rev rent Thought, 
That Tnou the 9 5 great, God,, haſt 
| Rr 0 m thei Rag the Juſt, 
While, reſcu'd'from' their Rage, 
Exulting, fix on Thee their Truſt. © 


7711 144 J 
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= E : Praiſe of Sion waits for Thee, 


There ſhall thy Saints thy Glory ſee, ¶ Houle: 
And there perform their public V ows. 


2 O Tuo, whoſe Mercy bends the Skies 
To ſave, when humble Sinners pray 
All Lands to Fhee ſhall lift their Eyes, 
And Iſlands of the: Novebork Ses. 


3 Againlt m Wil n my. 1 preyall, 
But e Purge, away their Stain ; ; 
The Blood of CHRIST will never fail 


To waſh my Garments white again. 


' And'give him Kind Accefs to Thee; 
Grant him a Place within bf Houſe, 
25T'0 taſte thy Love divinel - 


11 
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5 O THOU, the Hope of human Race, 


Of All, who, toſt by Tempeſts, ſw 
The Surface os the pathleſs Deep. 2 


6 In Thee they truſt, who know'ſt to rein 
The Inſults of the foaming Main, 
Check the al. Waves that roar aloud, 
And {ill the Madneſs of the Crowd, 


| 7 Remoteſt Realms, with dire Diſmay, V 
9 * Wonders, mightieſt Lok p, ſurvey z ; 
| And, as they walk th' ethereal Round, 

| The Mern and Eye thy Praiſe reſound. 


Tr 36 


My Gop; and Praiſe becomes thy 


a Bleſt is the Man whom Thou. ſhalt « poſe, 


Of All whom Earth's wide Arms embrace, 


10 


( 
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8 By une xhauſted Springs ſupphyõ d. 
Thy River pours its copious Tide, 
And bids, the ſtrength- infuſing Grain 
Earth's countleſs Family ſuſtain. 


9 The Clouds, in frequent Show?rs diſtill'd, 
Drop Fatneſs on the pregnant Field; 
Break the tough Glebe, the Furrows cheer, 
And crown with Good, the gliding Lear. 


IO The Hills around exulting ſtand - Ea 
And own, the Bounty, of thy Hand, 
Nurs'd, by thy Care, the fleech Train, 
Inveſts with white the rural Elan. 


11 While, as beneath the fav'ring Skies, 
In crowded Ranks the Harveſts riſe, 
The laughing Vale aſſumes 5 ue, 
And buvkts'triandphate into 80 3 * 
el YO 1 Dune ; _ 4 0 - oS 
ba p S AL M. LXVI. 1 7 
I Schanz Nations, to the Lok n, 
Sing wich a joytub Noiſe:; 
With ger of Sound record 
is Hongurs and your Joys. 


2 Say Re WT + 
«How terrible art“ „Ho 1. 7 Uh,jñ 
Singers before thy Preſence fly, 
„Or at thy Feet;they.bow.”. . 
= 


3 Hz rules by. his reſiſtleſs Might 3 ai2 U G1 
Will rebel Mortals dare 
Provo e n' ETEN NAL. to che Kightz . 
And tempt that dreadful, Way 2; :. / 
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4 O bleſs. our Gos, and never ceaſe ; 
Ye Saints, fulfil-his Praiſe; 


He keeps our Life, üintains our Peace, 
And guides our doubtful Ways. 


5 Lon, Thou haſt prov'd our ſuff' ring Souls, 
To make our Graces ſhine ; 

80 Silver beurs the burning Coals, 
The Metal to refine. 


6 Through wat'ry Deeps and fie Ways, 
—_— thy r | 
Led to poſſeſs the promis'd Place 
By 2 1 


7 NOW Gb a. Wessel 
To that Almighty Pow's, 


Who heard: the 1 bn I made, 
In my diſtreſsful Hour. 


8 My Lips and cheerful Heart prepare, 
To make his Mercies known; ; 1 5 

Come ye that fear my Go, and hear 
The Wonders He hath done. _ 


9 Wuen on- m. peat hipe Shrrows fell, 
I ſought MI. e A 3 
He ſav d: my finking val Nas Hell, 
And Deatiis eternal fhade. 


10 If Sin lay cover in my Heart 


While Pray't em -m Nantes 4 
The Bann hadth rig Tops, 


Nor Pu Fates Ang. 1 ne offs 


11 
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11 But Gop (his Name be ever bleſt) 
Hath ſet my Spirit free, 
Nor turn'd from Him my poor Requeſt, 
Nor turn'd his Heart from me. 


PSALM LXVII. Metre i. 


I O bleſs thy choſen Race, 
In Mercy, Lox, incline ; 
And cauſe the Brightneſs of thy Face 
On all thy Saints to ſhine. 


2 That ſo thy wondrous Ways 

May through the World be known; 

While diſtant Lands their Tribute pay, 
And thy Salvation own. 
Let diff ring Nations join 
To celebrate thy Fame; 

Let all the World, O Loxp, combine 
To praiſe thy glorious Name. 


4 O let them ſhout and ſing, 
Diſſolv'd in holy Mirth ;. 
For Thou, the Righteous Jo po and KI Nd, 
Shalt govern all the Earth. | 
5 Let diff ring Nations join | 
To celebrate thy Fame; _ 
Let all the World, O Loxp, combine 
To praiſe thy glorious Name. 


6 Then ſhall the teeming Ground 
A large Increaſe diſcloſe; a 
And we with Plenty ſhall be crown'd, 
Which God, 3 beſtows. 
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7 Then Gop upon our Land 
Shall conſtant Bleſſings ſhow'r ; 
And all the World in Awe ſhall ſtand 
Of his reſiſtleſs Pow'r, 


P SAL M LXVII. Metre ii. 


I HINE, mighty Gop, on. Britain ſhine 
With Beams of heav'nly Grace: 
Reveal thy Pow'r through all our Coaſts, 
And ſhew thy ſmiling Face. 


2 When ſhall thy Name, from Shore to . 
Sound all the Earth abroad; 
And diſtant Nations know 2110 love 
Their SAVIOUR and their Gop i 


3 Sing to the Lonp, ye diſtant Lands, | 
Sing loud with ſolemn Voice; 

While all our Tongues exalt his Praiſe, 

And all our Hearts rejoice, . | 


4 He, the great Lox, the ſov'reign Jopor, 
Who tits enthron'd above, 
Wiſely commands the Worlds He made, 
In Jultice and in Love. 


5 Earth ſhall obey her MAK ER's Wil, 
And yield a full Increaſe; 
Our Gop will crown his choſen Iſle 
With Fruitfulneſs and Peace. 


6 Gov the REDEEMER ſcatters round _. 
His choiceſt Favours here; 2 

While the Creation's utmoſt Bound 
Shall ſee, adore, and fear. a 


2 
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PSA LM LXVII. Metre iii. 

'F A God his fav'ring Ear incline, 
IVI And bid his Face on 1/rael ſhine ; 
That All thy Counſels, Loxp, may know 
Where Earth extends, or Oceans Gow: 


2 To Thee of Life th' eternal Spring, 
Inviſible, All-potent KI Nd, 
One Chorus let all Nations raiſe, 
One Shout of univerſal Praiſe, 


3 Exult each Tribe, exult each Land; 
Heav'n's mighty LorD, with equal Hand, 
The Balance holds, and Earth's Domain 
Shall own to lateſt Age his Reign. 


4 Warm'd by his genial Suns, the Field 
With full Increaſe its Fruits ſhall yield! 
And Gop, thy Gap, O Sion, ſhed 
His choiceſt Bleſſings on thy Head. 


5 Great Goo, on us thy Bleſſings ſhow'r, 
Let Man's whole Race revere thy Pow'r, 
And, thankful, to their wond'ring Eyes 
Behold thy wiſh'd Salvation riſe. 


P.SALM LXVIII. 


0 E T Gop ariſe in all his Might, 
And put the Troops of Hell to Flight, 
As Smoke that ſought to cloud the Skies 
Before the riſing Tempeſt flies, 


2 He comes array'd\in burning Flames; 
Juſtice and Vengeance are his Names: 
Behold his fainting Foes expire, 
Like melting OY before the Fire. 

2 


— — — — — — —-V:¼ — — — . 


| | 


22 PSALM LXVIII. 


3 He rides, and thunders through the Sky; 10 
His Name JEHovan ſounds on high: 
Sing to his Name, ye Sons of Grace; 
Ye Saints rejoice before his Face. 


4 The Widow. and the Fatherleſs 11 
Fly to his Aid in ſharp Diſtreſs: 
In Him the Poor and Helpleſs find 
A Jupoꝝ that? s juſt, a FATHER kind. 


5 He breaks the Captive! 8 heavy Chain, 12 
And Pris' ners ſee the Light again; 
But Rebels that difpute his Wil;-- | 
Shall dwell in Chains and Darknels ſill. 


PAR Tae. 


6 KINGDOMS and Thrones to Gop belong; 
Crown Him, ye Nations, in your Song: 13 
Hts wondrous Names and Pow'rs rehearſe; 
His Hanours ſhall 'entich Your! Verſe. 


7 He ſhakes the Heav* Ds with loud. Alarms; ; 
How terrible is Gop in Arms! I4 
In Jrael arg his Mercies known, 
Sion i is his peculiar Throne. 


8 Proclaim Him Kine, pronounce. Him bleſt, 
He's your DETENCE, your Joy, your REST: 15 
When Terrors riſe and Nations faint, 
Gop is the Strength of ev'ry Saint. 


F 


9 LORD, when Thou didſt aſcend on high, 16 
q Ten tiouland Angels fill'd the Sky: - * 
| 'T hoſe heavy? al y Guards arouhd Thee wait, 
Like Chariots that attend [thy State. 
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10 Not Sinai's Mountain could appear 
More glorious, when the Lord was there; 
While He pronounc'd his dreadful Law, 
And ſtruck the choſen Tribes with Awe. 


11 How bright the Triumph none can tell, 
When the rebellious Pow'rs of Hell, 
That thouſand Souls had Captive made, 
Were all in Chains like Captives led. 


12 Rais'd by his FATHER to the Throne, 
He ſent the promis'd SpiRir down, 
With Gifts and Grace for Rebel Men, 
That Gop might dwell on Earth again. 


PART IV. 


13 WE bleſs the Lok p, the Juſt, the Good, 
Who fills our Hearts with Joy and Food; 
Who pours his, Bleſſings from the Skies, 
And loads our Days with rich Supplies. 


14 He ſends the Sun-his Circuit round, 

'To cheer the Fruits, to warm the Ground; 
He bids the Clouds with plenteous Rain 
Refreſh the thirſty Earth again, 

15 Tis to his Care we owe our Breath, 
And all our near Eſcapes from Death: 
Safety and Health to Gop belong; 

He heals the Weak, and guards the Strong. 

16 He makes the Saint and Sinner prove 
The common Blefings of his Love ; 

But the wide Diff rence that remains 
Is endleſs Foy, * endleſs Pains. 
3 
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17 The Lon that bruis'd the Serpent's Head, 
On all the Serpent's Seed ſhall tread ; 
The ſtubborn Sinner's Hope confound, 
And ſmite him with a laſting. Wound. 


18 But his Right-Hand his Saints ſhall raiſe 
From the deep Earth, or deeper Seas; 
And bring them to his Courts above, 


There ſhall they taſte his ſpecial Love. 


PS AL M LXIX. 
1 « A VE me, OGop, the ſwelling Floods 


« Break in upon my Soul : 
« T fink; and Sorrows o'er my Head 
« Like mighty Waters roll.” 


2 Thus in the great MEssTAn's Name. 
The royal Prophet mourns”; 
Thus he awakes our Hearts to Grief, 
And gives us Joy by Turns. 


3 © Now ſhall the Saints rejoice, and find 


« Salvation in my Name, 
« For I have borne their heavy Load 


“Of Sorrow, Pain, and Shame, 


4 © Grief like a Garment cloth'd. me round, 
« And Sackcloth-was my Dreſs, ' 
« While I procur'd for 11 Souls 
«A Robe of Righteouſneſs. 


« Amongſt my Brethren and the Fews 
“ like a 81 tranger ſtood; 

« And bore their Vi Reproach, to PPS 
« The Gentiles near to GoD. 


6 © 


IC 
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6 «T came in ſinful Mortals' Stead 
« To do my Father's Will: 
« Yet when I cleans'd my Father's Houſe, 
“They ſcandaliz'd my Zeal. © 


5 « My Faſting and my holy Groans 
„Were made the Drunkard's Song; 


« But God, from his celeſtial Throne, 
« Heard my complaining Tongue. 


8 «Twas in a moſt accepted Hour 
« My Pray'r aroſe on high, | 
And for my Sake my Gop ſhall hear 
« The dying Sinner's Cry.“ 


„PMA Us: 
9 NOW let our Lips, with holy Fear 


And mournful Pleaſure, fi 
The Suff rings of our great Hicn-Pr1gsT, 
The Sorrows of our KING. 


10 He ſinks in Floeds of deep Diſtreſs ; 

How high the Waters rife 

While to his heav*nly Father's Ear 
He ſends'perpetual Cries. | 


11 * Hear me, O Loxv, and fave thy Son, 
« Nor hide thy ſhining Face; 
« Why ſhould thy Fav'rite look like one 
« Forſaken of thy Grace? 


12“ With Rage they perſecute the Man 
„That groans beneath thy Wound, 
« While, for a Sacrifice, I pour 
« My Life * Ground. 
4 
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13 „All my Reproach is known to Thee, 
« The Scandal and the Same; 
“ Reproach hath broke my bleeding Heart, 
« And Lies defil'd my Name. 


14 « With Vinegar they mock my Thirſt ; 
« They give me Gall for Food; 
“And, ſporting with my dying Groans, 
ba They trltumph i in my 100d. K 


15 * Shine into my diſtreſſed Soul, 
Let thy Compaſſions ſave; 

* And though my Fleſh ſinłk doun to Death, 
« Redeem it from the Grave. 


16 © I ſhall ariſe to praiſe thy Name, 
« Shall reign in Worlds unknown, 

“ And thy Salvation, O my Gop | 

« Shall . me on thy hrone. ph 


PART III. 


17 FA THER, I fing thy en Grace, 
I bleſs my SaviouR's Name; 5 
He bought Salvation for the ron 1 
And hore the Sinners' Shame. | 


18 His deep Diftreſs has, rais'd us hi 
His Duty, and his Zeal - gh 
Fulfill'd the Law which Mortals broke 
And finiſh'd all thy Will. | 


19 His dying Groans, his living Son 
N bell better pleaſe my Go. 7 
ka. -- * or Trumpet's ſolemn Sound, 
Joats or Bullocks Blood. 


20 
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20 This ſhall his humble Follow'rs fee, 
And ſet their Hearts at reſt ; 
They by his Death draw near to Thee, 
And live for ever bleft. | 


21 Let Heav'n, and all that dwell on high, 
To Gop'their Voices raife, 
While Lands and Seas aſſiſt the Sky, 
And join t' advance thy Praiſe. 


22 Zion is thine, moſt holy Gov ; 
Thy Son ſhall bleſs her Gates; 
And Glory purchas'd by his Blood, 
For thy own '{frazl waits. 
| PS ALM LXX. 
I AS TE to my Aid, my Sav1ouR, haſte; 
My Soul, by hoſtile Numbers thas'd, 
To Thee directs its Pray'r: 
In wild Confuſion backward borne, 
Their With defeated let them mourn, 
And loſt in empty Air. 


2 Be Shame their juſt Reward aſſign'd, 
While round me, with relentleſs Mind, 
Deriſion's Shout they raiſe : 
Thy Bliſs let All who ſeek Thee ſhare, 
And. taught thy Love, that Love. declare 
In Songs of ceafeleſs Praiſe. 


3 While thefe in thy Salvation. joy, 
Increaſing Grieſs my Thought employ, 
And ſpeedieſt Aid demand, hed 
My HELPER and REDEEMER, hear 
O, inſtant in my Caule appear, 
And reach thy * Hand. 
5 
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4 Y Gov, my everlaſting Hope, 
I live upon thy Truth; 
Thy Hands have held my Childhood up, 
And ſtrengthen'd all my Youth. 


2 My Fleſh was faſhion'd by thy Pow'r, 
With all theſe Limbs of mine ; 

And, from my Mother's painful Hour, 
I've been entirely thine, 


3 Still has my Life new Wonders ſeen 
Repeated ev'ry Year; | 
Behold my Days which yet remai 
I truſt them to thy Care. 


4. Caſt me not off when Strength declines, 
When hoary Hairs ariſe ; 

And round me let thy Glory ſhine, 
Whene'er thy Servant dies. 


5 Then, in the Hiſt'ry of my Age, 
When Men review my Days, 

They'll read thy. Love in ev'ry Page, 
In ev'ry Line thy Praiſe. 


PII. 


6 MY Sav1ouR, my Almighty FRIEND, 
When I begin thy Praite, 

Where will the growing Numbers end, 
The Numbers of thy Grace ? 


Top art my everlaſting Truſt ; 
Thy Goodneſs I adore ; 

And fince I knew thy Graces firſt, 
I ſpeak thy Glories more. 


WO 


II 


12 
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8 My Feet ſhall travel all the Length 
Of the celeſtial Road, 
And march with Courage, i in thy Strength, 
To ſee my Father Gop. 


9 When I am fill'd with ſore Diſtreſs 
For ſome ſurpriſing Sin, 
I'll plead thy perfect Righteouſneſs, 
And mention none but IThine. 


10 How will my Lips rejoice to tell 
| The Vict'ries of my Kins | 
My Soul, redeem'd from Sin and Hell, 


Shall thy Salvation ſing. 


11 My Tongue ſhall all the Day proclaim 
My SAVIOUR and my Gop; 
His Death has brought my Foes to Shame, 
And drown'd them in his Blood. 


12 Awake, awakls my tuneful Pow?rs ! 
With this delightful Song 
I'll entertain the darkeſt Hours, 
Nor think the Seaſon long. 


PART III. 


13 GOD of my Childhood and my Youth, 
The Guide of all my Days, 
2 have declar'd thy — 'nl Truth, | 
And told thy wandrous Ways. 


14 Wilt Thou gene my hoary Hairs, 
And leave my fainting Heart? 
Who ſhall ſuſtain my ſinking Years, | 
If Gov, my E depart? 
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15 Let me thy Pow'r and Truth proclaim 
To the ſurviving Age; | | 
And leave a Savour of thy Name, 
When I ſhall quit the Stage. 


16 The Land of Silence and of Death 
Attends my next Remove; 
O may theſe poor Remains of Breath 
Teach the wide World thy Love 


ere. 


17 THY Righteouſneſs is deep and high, 
Unſearchable thy Deeds ; 
Thy Glory ſpreads beyond the Sky, 
And all my Praiſe exceeds. 


18 Oft have I heard thy Threat'nings roar, 
And oft endur'd the Grief ; 
But when thy Hand has preſt me ſore, 
Thy Grace was my Relief. 


19 By long Experience have I known 
Thy ſov'reign Power to fave ; 
At thy Command I venture down 
Securely to the Grave, 


20 When I lie buried deep in Duſt, 
i My Fleſh ſhall be thy Care 3 1 
Theſe with'ring Eimbs wäth Thee] 50. 
To raiſe them ſtrong and fair. 


PSA L M þ = + ed Metre ii. 
O hear, and haſten to 1 71 107, 


Be Troy my Rock, and fafe Reſort; 
My Rock Thou art, my ſtrongeſt Fort. 


11 Servant, Gop of Gods, ſupreme, 


Fa 8 — at. 
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2 On Thee my Hopes ſupported ſtand ; 
My Life from earlieſt Youth thy-Hand 
(That Life which firſt from Thee began) 
Preſery'd, and led me up to Man, 


3 When lodg'd within the Womb I lay, 
Thy Care produc'd me to the Day, 
And, while that Care my Years prolongs, 
Thy Name ſhall animate my Songs. 


4 Though Crowds, with ſilent Gaze, in me 
A Spectacle of Wonder ſee; ä 
Amidſt my Grief, -amit{t my Pain, 
Thy Love'ſhall fill my Faith ſuſtain, 


PART II. 


5 OLE T me not, Almighty Farewv, . 
When with a- Weight of Age T1 bend, 
And weary'd Nature's Succours fail, 
The Abſence of thine Aid bewail. 


6 Strong in thy Might I take my Way, 
Thy Righteouſneſ my on] Slay, 7h X 
And through the Day, my Gov, my Kit, 
Thy Juſtice, thy Salvation, fing. 

7 How haſt Thou bid my Soul to know. 

A long Viciſſitude of Woe ; 
Yet, back return'd, with quick ning Ray 
Haſt chas'd each Cloud of Grief away! _ 

8 My willing Lips with Praiſe ſhall flow ; 
My reſcu'd Soul with Tranſport glow; 
And pleas'd from Morn to Eve record 
Thy Righteeuſneis, indulgent Loh. 

7 De 5 T IIS 3 
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PS ALM LXXII. Metre i 1. 


1 BEE ST PRTxCE of Righteouſneſs and 
The Hope of all Mankind! [ Peace, 
The Poor, in thy unblemiſh'd Neige | 
| Shall free Protection find. 
Secure of juſt Redreſs, to Thee | 
Th' Oppreſs'd his Cauſe ſhall bring; 
While with the Fruits of ſacred Peace 
The joyful Fields ſhall ſpring. 


2 Through endleſs Years thy glorious Name 
The Righteous ſhall.adore, 
When Sun and Moon have run their Courſe, 
And meaſure Time no more. 
Thou ſhalt deſcend like ſofteſt Drops 
Of kind celeſtial Dews ; 
Or as a Show'r, whoſe gentle Fall 
The joyful Spring renews. 


a Y Glory no Eclipſe ſhall ſee, | 
ut ſhine divinely bright; 
While from his Orb the radiant Sun 
Darts undiminiſh'd Light. 
Converted Nations, bleſt in Thee, 
Shall magnify thy Grace 
Call Thee their glorious RANSOMER, 
And Hope of all their Race, 


4 With Loye and ſacred Rapture fir d, 
Thy lofty Name we'll ung: 

THov only wondrous Things haſt Gone, | 
Thou everlaſting KI xG 41% 

From all the Corners of the Earth;) 

Let grateſul Praiſe aſcend't' n 

Let loud nens, and joyful Shouts, 

The ſtarry Concave rend. 8 


— 
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PS ALM LXXII. Metre ii. 
1 RE AT Gop, whoſe univerſal Sway 
The known and unknown Worlds obey, 
Now give the Kingdom to thy Sort, 
Extend his Pow'r, exalt his hrone, 


2 Thy Sceptre well becomes his Hands ; 
All Heav'n ſubmits to his Commands; 
His Juſtice ſhall avenge the Poor ; 

And Pride and Rage prevail no more, 


3 With Pow'r He vindicates the Juſt, 
And treads th* Oppreſſor in the Duſt; 
His Worſhip and his Fear ſhall laſt 
Till Hours, and Years, and Time be paſt. 


4 As Rain on Meadows newly mown, 
So ſhall He ſend his Influence down: 
His Grace on fainting Souls diſtils, 
Like heav'nly Dew on thirſty Hills. 


5 The Heathen Lands, that lie beneath 
The Shades of over-ſpreading Death, 
Revive at his firſt dawning Light, | 
And Deſerts bloſſom at the Sight. 


6 The Saints ſhall flouriſh in his Days, 
Dreſt in the Robes of Joy and Praiſe; - -- 
Peace, like a River, from his Throne, 
Shall flow to Nations yet unknown, | 

_ P AMT . 


7- JESUS ſhall reign where'er the dunn 
oes his ſucceflive Journies run; |... 

His Kingdom ftretch from Shore to Shore; 
Till Moons ſhall wax and wane no more, 
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8 To HIx ſhall endleſs Pray'r be made, 
And Prinees throng to crown his Head; 
His Name, like fivect Perfume, ſhall riſe 
With ev'ry Morning-Sacrifice. 

9 People arid Realms of ev'ry Tongue 

Dwell on his Love with ſweeteſt Song; 


And Infant- Voices ſhall proclaim 
Their early Bleſſings on his Name. 


10 Bleſſings abound where'er He reigns ; 
The Pris' ner leaps to looſe his Chains; 
The Weary find eternal Reſt, 

And all the Sons of Want are bleſt. 


11 Where He diſplays his healing Pow'r, 
Death and the Curſe are known no more ; 
In Him the Tribes of Adam boaſt 
More Bleflings than their Father loſt. 


12 Let ev'ry Creature riſe, and bring 
Peculiar Honours to our KING; 
Angels deſcend with Songs again, 
And Earth repeat the loud Amen. 


PSALM LXXI. Metrei. 


1 OW I'm convinc'd the Lok is kind 
To Men of Heart ſincere: 
Though once my fooliſh Thoughts repin'd, 
And border d on Deſpair. 
2 I griev'd to ſee the Wicked thrive, 
And ſpoke with angry Breath, 
* How pleuſant and profane they live! 
He peaceful is their Death 
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3 Let while my Tongue indulg'd Complaints, 
I felt my Heart reprove; 
Sure I fhall thus offend thy Saints, 
« And grieve the Men I love.“ 


4 But ſtill I found my Doubts too hard, 
The Conflict too ſevere, 
Till I retir'd to ſearch: thy Word, 
And learn thy Secrets there. 


5 There, as in ſome prophetic Glaſs, , 
2 ſaw the Sinners Feet 
igh mounted on a ſlippꝰ Place, 
Beſide. a fiery Pit. A > 


6 I heard the Wretch profanely boaſt, 
Till at thy Froen he fell; 
His Honouts in a Dream were llt, 
And. hebawakes in Hell. 


7 Loan, what. an envious Fool I as * 
How like a thoughtleſs Beaſt! | 
Thus: ta duſpect thy-promis'd: Se, | 

And think the Wieked bleſt. 2 


8 Yet was- kept from full Deſpair, 
” _n eL Pow r unknown : 


That bleſſed Hand that-broke 5 
Shall nene N ee * 4 
PR T II. 6 | 


G OD, my Supporter and my Ho 
4 My Hep tor eee e wy 


Thine-Arm of Merce d me 
When ſinking wal”? Aron „ 
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10 Thy Counſels, Lox, ſhall guide my Feet 
hrough this dark Wilderneſs ; 
Thine Hand conduct me near thy Seat, 
To dwell before thy Face. 


11 Were I in Heav'n without my Gop, 
Twould be no Joy to me; 
And while this Earth is my Abode, 
I long for none but Thee. 


12 What if the Springs of Life were broke, 
And Fleſh and Heart ſhould faint ! 
Gop is my Soul's eternal Rock, 
The Strength of ev'ry Saint. 


13 Behold, the Sinners that remove 
Far From thy Preſence die; 
Not alli the Idel-Gods they love : To 
Can fave them. when they: cry. 


14 But to draw near to THEN, ung.” 
Shall! be my fweet Emplo 7 
My Tongue ſound: thy Works abroad, 
And tell the World my - 


PSALM LXXII. Metre ii. 


2 RD, eee Wretch wasT, 
To mourn and murmur, and repine 
To ſee the Wicked plac'd on high, 

In Pride and Robes of Honour ſhine ! 


2 But, O their End! their dreadful, ud! 
Thy Sanctuary taught me ſo: 
OF ſlip PPery.. 2 1 ſee them Rand, iT 


illows roll below. 1 . 
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3 Now let them boaſt how tall they riſe, 
I'll never envy. them again ; | 
. Fhere they may ſtand with haughty Eyes, 
Till they plunge deep in endleſs Pain. 


4 Their fancy'd Joys how faſt they flee ! 
_—_ like a Dream when Man awakes ; 
heir Songs of ſofteſt Harmony 
Are but a Preface to their Plagues. 


5 Now I eſteem their Mirth and Wine 
Too dear to purchaſe with my Blood; 
LoRo, 'tis enough that Thob art Mine, 
My Lee, my PorT10Nn, and my Gov. 


PSALM LXXIV. 


1 O TH Ou, whoſe Hand has IJrael led, 
His Fold enlarg'd, his Paſture ſpread, 


Call to thy Thought. yy ſacred Band, 
Once own'd the Purchaſe, of thine Hand. 


2 The Heritage by Thee redeem'd; $ 
Fair Sion's Mount, where copious Rregn 'd 
Th' eternal LIGHT, and ſpoke her Shrine 
The Seat of MaJzsrTy divine. 


3 Tre from of old my KING I ſee, : 
Nor knows my Heart a Friend hut Tras': ; 
Thine Arm alone, in Jacob's Right, 
Hath turn'd each adverſe Power to Flight. 


4 At thy Command, .the,wat'ry Deeps / 
Aſunder ſtood, in liquid Heaps 
Thy Mandate —— 's Channel dr 9a, 
And backward roll'd its voar'obar Tide. 
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5 Thy Stroke the Rock's dark Entrails clave; 


Forth from its Depth the foaming Wave 


Sprang inſtant,—and with lengthen'd Train 


Irriguous lav'd the thirſty Plate, 


PART II. 


6 BY TREE prepar'd, the Ni Ways and Day 
Alternate walk th' ethereal 
Thy Art the Light's thin T Ale ſpun, 
And with it cloth'd the radiantS un. 


7 1 Hand the Earth's vaſt Fabric rounds, 
alance fixes, marks its Bounds; 

With Summer's Show'rs its Glebe unbinds, 
Or wraps it with the wint'ry Winds. 

8'PaxevT of Nature ! Gop fupreme 
While Felly's Sons thy Acts blaſpheme, 
O vindicateè thy Name from Wrong, 
And ſiſenee the reproachful Tongue. 


'9 Let not the Fangs of cruel Pow'r | 
1 trembling Turtles Life devour, 
Nor dark Oblivion's Shade, our Pain 
For ever from thy Thought detain. 


10 O give the Flock that bears thy Name, 
Thy fed' ral Merey yet to claim: 
Beheld within each cavern'd Cell, 
Fraud, Violence, and Rapine dwell 


11 Behold 1-arid let th' afflicted Poor, 
(Doom Terror and from — ſecure) 


grateful Heart, oyous Tongue 
Wake to & to thy Praiſe the © allow Song. : 


GW 
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H Name, immortal Gon, thy Name 

Our Love and higheſt Praiſe - ſhall 

Whoſe Acts atteſt Thee ever near, [clai ; 
And. plant within our Hearts thy Fear. 


2 « Lift not the Horn, ye Sons of Pride, 
(The Lokp, with fierce Rebuke, hath <ry'd) 
“Lift nat the Horn !—nor thus in vaing/ 

1 «With Bibb Neck, my Name profane.” 


3 That oe go Word the Heav' ns out- 
ſpr 
The —4 Crown from Head to Head 
Transfers: — Wealth, Honour, Pow'r, his 
At Will ſhall grant, at Will reſume. [Doom 


4 His Hand the full-charg'd Cup preſents, | 
While red with Wrath its Wine ferments, 
Whoſe Mixture: Earth's rebellious Train 
Low to its utmoſt Dregs ſhall drain. 


5 But I, with ſacred Tranſport fill'd, 
To Jacob's Go my Praiſe: will ad; 
Fhrougk Life 8 continualRound,my Tongue 
Shall wake to Hypa its thankful. Song. 


PSALM LXXVI. 


OD's Glories Salem s Temple fill, 
And reſt. on Sion's ſacred Hill: | 
There broke his Hand the Sword and Shield, 
And caſt. them uſeleſs on the Field; 
There ſnapp'd the Arrows wing'd wich Fire. 
And bade the raging War expire. 
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2 O cloth'd with Majeſty divine! 

O ſay, what Strength ſhall equal thine ! 
Not ſuch the Mountain's Boaſt, whoſe Seat 
To Rapine's Sons a fafe Retreat ; 

- Preſents, —and, neighb'ring to the Sky, 

With awful Wonder ſtrike the Eye. 


3 At thy Rebuke O Jacob's Gor, 
The Steed, whoſe Hoofs in hoſtile Blood 
Were dipt, — the Car that oer the Plain 
 Ruſh'd headlong'6n, nor heard the Rein, 
Wich Horror ſtruck, confeſs, Tye nigh, 
"And wrapt in Iron-Slumber lie. 


Earth heard when Gop the Judgment gave 
5 And roſe his injur'd Saints to _— * 
In ſilent Dread beheld his Look, 

And inſtant to her Centre ſhook : 

Tnou, Trov alone, our Fear ſhalt claim, 

Ye Nations bow, and own his Name! 


5 Him ſerve and fear, and duteous bring 
Your Preſents to the heav'nly KING; 
That KINO, whoſe Sword, in Wrath apply'd, 

- Lops in mid Growth the Tyrant's Pride, 
And, threatful, bids each earthly Throne 
His mightier Sway ſubmiſſive own. 


PSALM LXXVI. 


1 FYO Gor TI cry'd with mournful Voice, 
1 I ſought his gracious Ear, 

In the ſad Day when Troubles roſe, 
And fill'd the Night with Fear. 


PSALM LXXVII. 


. 2 My overwhelming Sorrows grew 
Till I could ſpeak no more; 

Then I within myſelf withdrew, 
And call'd thy Judgments o'er. 


31 call d back Years and ancient Times 
Soy TI beheld thy Face; 
Spirit ſearch'd for ſecret Crimes 
hat might e thy c 770 


3 call d thy Mercies to my Mind, 
Which I enjoy d before; 
And will the Loxp no more be kind! 1 
His Face WN no more? | 


5 Will He for ever caſt me off ? 
His Promiſe ever fail ? 
Has He forgot his tender Love? 
Shall Anger ill N 


6 But 1 forbid this hopeleſs Thought, | 
This dark, deſpairing Frame, 
| Rememb'ring what thy Hand hath wrought; 


Thy Hand is is ſtill the ſame. 


7 T'll think again of all thy Ways, 
And talk thy Wonders oer; 
Thy Wonders of recov' ring Gtace, 
When Fleſh could hope no more. 


8 Grace dwells with Juſtice on the Throne; 3 
And Men that love thy Word © 
Have in thy Sanctuary known 
The Counſels of the Lond. 
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s 
og MAKER of Al! At thy Command 
Revers'd the Laws of. Nature ſtand; 


Stupendous Scenes thy Acts afford, 
And bid the Nations know their Lok p. 


10 Let Facoh and let Foſeph ſa yr, 
How. ſtronig thi 7 26 to chaſe away 
Each Woe that waits thy People near, 
Each Danger tfrat exęites their Fear, 


| Jr) 3 WON! 3-8: 42.2134 :-* 

11 The Deeps beheld Thee, beay/nly RING 
The Deepsbeheld Thee, —and each Spring 
That roſe from out its ſandy Bed, 
Tumultuous own'd the ſudden Dread. 

12 Inceſſant from the burſting Cloud 
Down rem" the bidder Rain ;-—aloud 

Peal'd the big Thunder; through the Sky 
Thy flaming Shafts were ſeen to fly, 


13 And, as thy Voice around the Pole 

In awful Threats was heard to roll, [Head 
Earth trembling groan'd, white o'er her 
Its livid Sheet, the Lightning ſpread. 


14 Wide yawn'd the Fo (from! Shore to 
And opid a Path unknoten before, | Shore, 
While {/frael's Guardian and his: GOop 
With trackleſs Step its Channel trod. 


15 As Sheep tg diſtant Paſtures lod, |, 
Secure thy Peaple march!d,convey'd... 
By Moſes and by Aarons Hand, 
To promis'd Canaan's happy Land. 


$49 6578 4 2 | 
PS ALM EX XVIII. 
11 Children hear the might ö Deeds 
2 Which Gon perform'd of old; 
Which in our younger Years: we ſaw, 
And which our Fathers tolq̃ 
2 He bids us make his Glories known ; 
His Works of Pow'r and Grace; 
And we'll cohvey his Wonders down 
Through ev'ty riſing Race. 
3 Our Lips ſhall tell them to our Sons, 
And they again to theirs; q 
That Generations yet unborn 
May teach them to their Heirs. 


4 Thus fhall they learn in Gop alone 
Their Hope 3 ſtands 
That they may ne'er forget his Works, 

But practiſe his Commands. N 

b T l.. Il 

5s O WHAT a ſtiff rebellious Houſe 
Was Jacob's ancient Race 


Falſe to their own molt ſalemn Vows, 4 
And to their MAKER's' Grace. 


6 They bfoke the Co nant of his Love, 
Forgot the Works He wrought to prove 
His-Pow'r before their Eyes. 


7 They ſaw the Plagues on Egypt light 
Froni his revenging Hands? 
What dreadful Tokens of his Might © | 
Spread o'er the — 125 
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8 They ſaw Him cleave the mighty Sea, by 
And march'd with Safety through, 
With wat' ry Walls to guard their Way, : 
Till they "had *ſcap'd their Foe. 
9 A wondrous Piflar mark'd the Road, 16 1 
Compos'd of Shade and Light ; 
By Day it prov'd a ſhelt” ring Cloud, , 
A leading Fire by Night. 
10 He from the Rock their Thirſt fupply' ; 17 


The guſhing, Waters fell, | 
And ran in Rivers by their Side, 
A- conſtant Miracle. | 


11 Yet they provok'd the Loxp moſt High, 18 
And dar'd diſtruſt his Hand: 
* Can He with Bread our Holt ben 
Amidſt this Deſert Land? 


12 The Loxp with Indignation teh | 19 
And caus'd his Wrath to flame; 
His Terrors ever ſtand prepar'd 
To vindicate his Name. 


r 2. 


13 WHEN Aae ins the Loꝝ N reptoves, 
And fills their Hearts with Dread; 
Yet He ſorgives the Men He loyes, 
And ſends them Heay*nly Bread. 
14 He fed them with a lib'rat Hand, I 
And made his Freafures.-known; 
He gave the Wenn Glow SRI ] 
Lo pour Exovihien, dom. 
70 
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15 The Manna, like a Morning-Show'r, 
Lay thick around their Feet; 
The Corn of Heav'n ſo light, ſo pure, 
As though 't were Angel's Meat. 


16 But they in murm'ring Language ſaid, 
a Minna ; is all our Pant: 

« We loath this light, this airy Bread; 

« We muſt have Flaßb to taſte.. 


17 „Ve ſhall have Fleſh to pleaſe your Luft,” 

The Loxp in Wrath replied ; 

And ſent them Qxaili, like Sand or Duſt, 
Heap'd up from Side to Side. 

18 He gave them all their own Deſire; 

And greedy as they fed, 

His Vengeance — with ſecret Fi ire, 
And ſmote the Rebel dead. | 


19 When ſome were lain, the reſt return'd 
And ſ- the LoRp with Tears; 
Under the Rod they fear'd and mourn'd, 
But ſoon forgot their Fears. 


20 Oft He chaſtis'd, and ſtill forgay e, 
Till, by his gracious Hand, 
The, * He reſoly'd to Gon. 
© Polleſs'd the promis'd Land. 


PSAL M LXXIX. 


ISRAEL's Father and his Gop! © 

The Heathen Pow'rs thy loy'd Abode 

Rapacious ſeize; — ſee ev ry F. oe 
— fieree Derifion throw. 

G 2 


2 See,'LoRD,-and ſay how long thine Ire 
Shall blaze-with 2 Fire? 
How long thy Flock are doom'd to prove 
The ſad Suſpenſion of thy Love? 


3 Bleſt'SAviour ! let thy Pow'r divine 
Conſpicuous in our Reſcue: ſhine," - 
And (Aftael's T reipaſs purg'd away) 
Thy boundleſs Clemency diſplay, . ' 


4 Say, why ſhould the reproaching Foe 
His Triumphs build on Jracl's Woe, 
And aſk; while thus thy Scourge we bear, 
„Where's now your Gon, ye Outcaſts, 
Where?“ e 


5 O hear the wretched Captive's Groan; 
The Souls whom Death has mark'd bis own ; 
aſte, LoRD, while helpleſs thus we grieve, 
Thy long -loit People to relieve! 
6 So ſhall the Flock acknowledg'd Thine 
To Thee in grateful Praiſes join, 
And, long as {ſrael boaſts a Name, 
From Sire to Son tranſmit thy Fame. 
| mor, br, | nn 


P S AL M LXX X.. 
1 COREAT SrerntrD of thinte 7/rae! 
G Who doſt between gn, 


And ledſt the 252 thy choſen Sheep, 
Safe through the Deſert and the Deep. 


2 Thy Church is in the Deſert now : | -— 1 
Shine from on high and guide us through; 
Turn us to 'I hee, thy Love reſtore, 
We ſhall be ſay d, and ſigh no more. 
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Great Gop, whom heav'nly Hoſts obey, 


How long ſhall we lament and pray, 
And wait in vain thy kind Return? 
How long ſhall thy fierce Anger bum? 


4 Inſtead of Wine and: cheerful Bread, 
Thy Saints with their own Tears are fed; 
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reſtore: 
We ſhall be ſav'd, and ſigh no more. 


PART Hi 0. 


5 HAST Thou not planted with thy Hands 
A lovely Vine in Heatben Lands ? 
Did not thy Pow'r defend it round, 
And heav'nly Dews enrich the Ground ? 


6 How did the ſpreading Branches ſhoot, 
And bleſs the Nations with the Fruit! 
But now, dear Lok, look, down agd, ſee 
Thy mourning} Vine, that lovely Free. 


7 Why is its Beauty thus defac'dꝰ 
Why haſt thou laid her Fences waſte? 
Strangers and F 28 againſt her join, 
And ev'ry Beaſt;deyours thy Vine. 


8 Return, Almighty Gob;-return'; 15 
Nor let thy bleedi Vine rd. mourn: 
Turn 1 2 T Thee, th 5 —— reſtore: 
We ſhall; be la vd, and figh no OE 

P 4: R T III. 


9 LORD, when this Vinerin: Gurten grew, 
Thou waſt its Strength and Glory itoo ! 
Attack'd in vain by all its Fos 5 50 
Till the fair 8 93 roſe. 


. 
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10 Fair BRANCH, ordain'd of old to ſhoot 
From David's Stock, from Jacob's Root; 
Himſelf a noble Vinx, and we £ 
Ihe leſſer Branches of the Tree: 


11 *Tis thy on Sor, and He ſhall ftand, 
Girt with thy Strength, at thy Right-Hand; 
Thy firſt- born Son, adorn'd and bleſt 
With Pow'r and Grace above the reſt. 


12 O! for his Sake attend our Cry, 
Shine on thy Churches, leſt they die; 
Turn us to THERE, thy Love e 
We ſhall be ſay'd, and ſigh no more. 


PSALM LXXXI 


I ING to the Lorp aloud, 
And make a joyful Noife: 
Go is our Strength, our Sayrouvr Gop; 

Loet Hfrael her his Voice. | 


2 From vile Idolatry 46. 
« Preferve my Worthip clean; 
« T am the Lord who ſet thee free 


- © Stretch thy Deſires abroad, 
« And Fit fupply them well; 
« But if you will refuſe your Gon, 
« If /raet will rebel; | 
4 „I'll leave them, faith the Lon p, 
To their own Luſts a Prey, 
« And let them run the dangerous Road; 
« Tis their own choſen. Way. 
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Net, Q! that all my Saints | 
; « Would hearken to my Voice! 
„ Soon I, would cafe their fore Complaints, 
“And bid their Hearts rejoice. 


6 While I deſtroy their Foes, 
| « I'd richly feed my Flock; 
« And they ſhould taſte the Stream that flows 
From their eternal Rock.“ 


| PS ALM (LXXXIE 
I MONG ch“ Aſſemblies of the Great, 
A greater Ruler takes his Seat ; 
The Gos of Heav'n, as Judge, fury 
Thoſe Gods on Earth, and all their Ways. 


2 Why will ye then frame wicked Laws ? 
Or why ſupport 'th* unrighteous Cauſe ? 
When will ye once defend the Poor, 
That Sinners vex the Saints no more? 

3 They know not, Lon p, bor will they know; 
Dark are the Ways in which they go; 
Their Name of earthly Gods is vain, 
For they ſhall fall and die like Men. 

4 Arie, O Lon b, and let thy Son 
| Poſleſs his; univerſal Throne, 
And rule the; Nations with his Rod: 
| He is our JUpGe, and Hz our Gop. 
PS ALM LXXXII. 
I Y God, no longer ſilent ſtand ; 
No longer let thy po rful Hand 
Withbold its oft: req Aid, 
While thus. thy F ol gur Peace invade. 
4 
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2 Behold them, Lox p, their Arts employ, 
The Heav'n-rais'd People to deſtroy, 

The Souls, whom, with thy Fayout' crown 'd, 
Thy ſecret Preſence wraps around. 


3 Their Leagues, their Plans, with franticAim, 


Z 


Againſt Omnipotence they frame; 
And, fir'd to Rage, with fieree Alarms 
The headlong Nations ruſh to Arms. 


4 Swift as the . fiery Del uge ſtra 
And wraps the F {reſts ; in + <; —-; 1" 
Or, furious, onward as it Fan hk 4 


The Mountain's ſhaggy Waſte devours. 


5 Let wild Confuſion clothe their Cheek, 
And teach, them, LozDÞ, thy Name to ſeek, 
While Ruin, Death, and Shame, they ſee 
To each: ordain'd t that exrs from, n 


6 K IHõ& AR, ſhall the Rebels ey. 

<> JEHOV AH. only reigns on high, 5 
And. oer the Earth from Day to bey 
60 Alert his x6rlating Spe. 11940 
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0 "How lovely is he Place 
Where Thou cb ren in Glory, ſhe w ſt 


The Brightneſs of thy Face! 


* longing Soul faints with _—_— / 
My o view — — Abode; 4 
panting” rt and Fleſh: cty out AM 
whe Thee the living Gop. 1817 2d. 
+ - , 


” 


GOD* bf Heft, the inijghity Lony, 


8 ( 


1 


PS ALM LXXXIV. 9 
3 The Birds a 2 Home ſe cure, 
And, 4 oyful, tend their Neæſt: \ 
1 


Thine Altars yield my Soul her Joy, 
Thy Courts, het ſwoeteſt Reſt. 


4 O Lorn of Hoſts, my Kind' and Gop, 
How highly'bleſt 7 they 

Who in thy Temple always dwell, 
And there thy Praiſe diſplay! 


5 Thrice happy they whoſe Choice has Thee 
Their ſure Protection made: 
Who long to tread the ſacred Mays 
That to thy Dwelling lead. 


6 As through the dreary Vale the pas 
Of Vanity and Tears; 4 
Grace pours its letcous Streams, and 
The thirſty Deſert cheers. [thence 


7 Thus they | proceed from Strength to 
And till approach more near; [Strength, 
Till All on Zian's holy Mount | 


Before their Gov appear. 
PANT I 

8 O LORD, the mighty Sasel Hoſts, 

Nee JA. 
Thou Gon of Jacob, to my Voice Ay bb 

Incline thy gracious Ern. 

9 Behold, O Gon, Garz Shield, the k F ace 
Of thine anointt "SON : "IB 


We from our 1 7 =] Guilt”! 
To Him for 1 Refuge run. Lp” 
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10 To dwell one Day within thy Courts, 
My God, my gracious Kino, 
T* implore thy Love, to learn thy Will, 
And thy ion ſing, 


11 Far, far in my Efteem exceeds 
A Thouſand Days beſide, 
That in the Height of carnal Joys 
Uninterrupted glide, 


12 Rather at Zion's ſacred Gates 
Would I a Servant wait, 
Than in the Tents of Sin reſide, 
Or fill a Throne of State. 


13 For Gon, who is our Sun and nals, 
Win Grace and * 
And no good Thing He withhold 
From them that ally live. 


14 In Sar, whom 'heav'nly Hofts obey, 
How highly bleſt is hg, 


Whoſe Hope and Truſt, ſecurely _ 
Is ſtill repes'd on THREE / 


.PSAL M LXXXIV. Metreii. 


: TOW pleafant, how divinely fair 
H O Lok Dor Hos rs, th S 
With long Deftre my Spi = ln : 


To meet th* Aſſemblies of thy Saints. 


2 My Fleſh would reſt in thine Abode ; 
18 nting Heart erĩet out for Gop ; 
M er Erns ! why ſhould I be 

. Wo ar from af my Tos T ? 
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3 The Sparrow choofes where to reſt, 
And for her Young provides a Neſt; ; 
But will my Gos to Sparrows grant 
That Pleaſure which his Children want? 


4 Bleſt are the Saints who. fit on high, 
Around thy Throne of Majeſty; 
Thy brighteſt Glories ſhine above, 
A all Six Work is Praiſe and Love. 


5 Bleſt are the Souls that find a Place 
Within the Temple of thy Grace ; 
There they behald thy is 85 Rays, 
And ſeek” "ty F ace, aa learn thy Praiſe. 


6 Bleſt are the Men whoſe Hearts are ſet 
Jo find the Way to Zion's Gate; [Road 
God is their Strength; and through the 


They lean upon their, Helper Gop. 


Cheerful they walk with. wing Strength, 

. Till All ſhall meet in — ws 
Till All before thy Pace appeat, 
And join in nobler Woathip there. | 


PART. . 


8 GREAT Gov, attend while Zion ſings 
The Joy that from thy Preſence ſpoings-: 
To ſpend one Day with: Thee gn; Earth, 
Exceeds a [Thouſand Days ot Mb 


9 Might I enj che meuneſt Place 
Within thy Houſe, O Gon af - "og 
Not Tents of Eaſe, nor Thrones of Pow'r, 


Should tempt my a; N Door. 
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10 Gov is our Sun, he makes our Day; 18 ( 
Gop is our Shield, he guards our Way ; 
From all th' Aſſaults of Hell and Sin, ( 
From Foes. without and Foes: within. | 

11 All needful Grace will Gop beſtow, 

And crown that Grace with Glory too: 
He gives us all Things, and withholds 
No real Good from-upright Souls. 45 

12 O God, our KI x, whoſe ſoy'reign, Sway wy 

The glorious, Hoſts of Heay'n obey, = kb 


And Devils at thy Preſence flea; |. | 
Bleſt is the Man that truſts in Thee. 


PSALM LXXXIV. Metre iii, 


I 19 of the Worlds above, 6 
Ho pleaſant and how fair 5 
'Lhe:Dwellmgs of thy Love, 
Thy earthly Temples are! 
To thine Abode FLO; =. 
My Heart aſpires, 
With warm Defires © 
Ia ſee my Gop. 


2 The Sparrow for her Young, © |. 6 
With Pleafure, ſeeks a Neſt; 


And Wäntk'ring Swallows long 
To find their wonted Reſt: 
With equal Zeal. 
Jo kiſe and dwell 48 30 
Ameng thy Faints. 
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3 O happy Souls that pray, 
Where God appoints to hear rn 
O happy Men that pay 3 1001 7 
Their conſtant Service: there 1 1- q 11:01" 
They praiſe ef as till g-: 
And happy they ! {© 054) G 
That love the Way” - Sod V7 
To Zion's Hill! | 


4 They go from Strength to Strength, 
Through this dark Vale of Tears, 
Till each arrives at len gt, 

"my each in Heav'n . l 224] 1.1 
O glorious Seat. 
When Gôp our King! ost. a 
„Shalk thither N "79 ανσ! 
Our willing Feet! 19% | 


| 6201 F | — 
5 TO be N facred Da s 
2 : op and Saints A mY 
Affords diviner 
Than r bade. "x 
Where Gob reſortz 
Leit m i de $1576] 
Lo keep the Door 14441 50 
han ſhine in Cane 2] oder ted 


— 


6 Gow is vit dun and Shield, 127 v, 
Our Light and r Pepe; 4 5 0 11 
With Gifts his Hands are fill: u, r; 
We dra our Bleſiogs Hare *. T 20 

He ſhall beſto rr vl bn 
On Jacob 8 Race 11890 15 \ bind | 
1, Peculiar, Grace 7 þ ＋ 536 19 A 
And Glory too. 2 
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7 The LoRD his People loves; 
His Hand no Good withholds 
From thoſe his Heart:approves, 
From pure and ptous Souls. 
Thrice happ he, - 810 
O Gop of Hoſts, 
Whoſe Spirit truſts 
Alone in THIE. 


PSAL M LXXXIV. Metre iv. 
Ws [fair! 


OW ſweet thy Dwellings, Los d, how 
What Peace, what Bliſs, inhabit there 
With ardent Hope, with ſtrong Deſire, 
My Heart, my Fleſh, to Thee aſpire ; 
I burn to tread thy Cgurts,—and Thee, 
My God, the living Gop, to ſee. 


2 ETERNAL KiNs, around thy Dome 
The Sparrow finds her peaceful Home 
With her the Dove, a Jicens'd Gueſt, 
Aſſiduous tends her Infant-Neſt, 
And to thine Altar's fare Defence 
Commits th“ unfeather'd Innocence. 


3 Bleſt who, like theſe, from — * Day 
Within thy Houſe permitted ſtay; 
Bleſt who (their Strength on Thee reclin'd) 
Thy Seat explore with conſtant Mind; 
Whoſe joyous Tongue thy Mercies raiſe 
To Hymns of Gratitude and Praiſe. 

4 One Day if in thy Houſe I dwell, 
That Day a Thouſand ſhall excel :— 
Amidſt thy meaneſt Saints to wai 
And guard th' Approaches of thy Gate, 


— 


P. S ALM LXXXIV.“ ISS 
Be this far happier Station mine, {ſhine. 
Than Courts where Crimes in Splendour 


5 Thou, Los, art 1frae/s Sun and Shield; 
Thy Love ſhall Grace and Glory yield, 
Nor e'er permit the pious Train 
Thy Gifts to aſk, and aſk in, vain 

Bleſt who, in Confidence of Pray'r, _ 
To Thee, great Gon, reſign their Care. 


PSALM LXXXV. Mietre i. 


I HY graciots Favour, Lond. diſplay, 
Whick ve have lung implor d; 
And for thy wondrous Mercy's Sake, 
Thy wonted Aid afford. | 


2 Gov's Anſwer patiently Fll wait, 
For He with glad Succeſs, us 
If they no more to Folly turn) 
0 His mourning, Saints will bleſs. 


3 To all that fear his holy Name, 
His great Salvation's near' 


That rich Diſplays of glorious Grace 
May in our Land appear. 


4 For Merey, now with Truth is join'd ; 
And Righteouſneſs with: Peace, 
Like kind Companions abſcut long, 
Wich friendly Arms embrace. 
Heav'n 


5 Truth from the Earth ffrall fpring, while 

\ - Shall Streams of Juſtice pour; 

And Gop, from whom all flows, 
Shall” endlefs Plenty ſhow'r, © © 


156 PSALM LXXXV. 
6 Before Him, Righteouſneſs ſhall mm 


And his beſt Paths prepare; 
While we his holy Steps purſue . 


e 


"With conftant Zealand Cafe. ] 
1 S ALM IXXXV. Mette il. 


ORD, thou haſt call'd thy yGrace tomind, 
Thou haft revers 3 our Heavy Doom; ; 


So Gop forgave when Iſrael ſinn'd, 


And brought his wand ring Captiyes home. 


2 Thou haſt begun to ſet us free, 


And made thy fierceſt W rath:abate 3} \ 1 


Nowy) let our Hearts be turnꝭd to The 
And thy Salyation be complete. 101 Dr: / 


3 Revive our dying Graces, Loxp, — 
And let thy Saints in Thee rejoice; 


Make known thy Truth, fulfil th Voie Word ; 


We wait for Praiſe toctune our Voice; 3 


4 We wilt to heat what Go will ſa7 : 
He'll ſpeak; and give his People Peace: 81 


But let them run noc more aſtray, 
Leſt his returning Wrath increaſe. - 


PART II. 


5 SALVATION is for ever ni 
The Souls that fear and truſt the ag I 
And Grace, deſcending from on high, A 
Freſh Hopes of Glory ſhall afford. 


6 Mercy and Truth on Earth are met, 


Since a the Loxp came down from 
By his Obedience ſo complete, [Heay!' n; 


"Taltice is pleas'd; and e is giv'n. 3 


* 2 


0 


„ © * 


7 28 


. as ns iid Sol 


— 
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7 Now Truth and Honour ſhall ahoundz 
Religion dwe | on Earth ag ain, 
And eay*nl { Influence þ 865 ths Lech 5 


* 


8 pure CE — 
Expanding ) down, to Earth deſcends; 
i Prepares. tny Way, eternal KinG! _. 
And all thy Children 8 Steps attends. 


P'S A LM LXXXVI. Mette A 
u: 14 . 
* 4 50 my V Complaint, © 1 Loan my Gos, 
4 Thy gracious Ear incline;: 
Hear me, diſtreſt and det 017 
Of all Relief but, Thine.;, me 


me, he daily ae, arzz 
{Bi Ae run eee 2810! 
"eh thy, Servant's Soul, whole > 
= Thee, One depend. cb A Rd 


3 Thou Lon part good nat 2 good, 
But prompt to pardon too; 


| Ot plenteous Merey to all- tho ole 2 1 ** 5 
Why, for thy Mercy, us.. „ 


4 Thee will N ptaiſe, O Lox d my Go 
Praiſe Thee ith Heart. 1288 ; $i H 0 

A to. thy eve glorious Name ** 
9 tetnal *rophies rear. A! 1 


112 wo, T2 10 


5 F or Thou thy conſtant ood -dadt/ 
To,my Atiſtance brin ; 5 
Of Patie 90 „Mercy, an 400 Be ff ey © 
The 25 laſting e 610 vf 


buk C0349 + £ 


- 
. 90 1 * 
« 7 15 N 4 


— 
1 


7 


I 2 40 4 


| r 
„* S ALM LXXXVI. Metre, 
1 ORD, to m Wants Ear incline, 
L. Yi Who e thy 


my Heart entirely thine ; 
My Hope confirm, and —5 2 70 n 


A Soul ſubjected to thy 


2 Affiſt my Feet thy Paths to ork | 
And white oy Tum my Steps fhall lead, 
That faithful Guide by Ther aſſign'd) 
Train to thy Fear my wav ring Mind. 


3 ong as 1 breathe the vital Air, 0 | 
y Love my loudeſt Praiſe ſhall ſhare, 
Whoſe : Grace my Soul with Health has 
crown'd, 


And ſnatch'd- me rod the Pit essa. 


4 O grant me, Lonxn, ſoine fav'ring Sign, 
Some Pledge that muy beſpeak' me Thine, 
That, cloth d with ane en Foes may ſee 
What Aid, what Blifs, I dong in — 


ep SAL M LXXXVII. 


OD in his earthly Temple =o 
Foundations for his heay' Praiſe : 
He likes the Tents of Fatob 64 
But ſtill in Zian loves to dwell. 


2 His Mercy Mats ev'ry Houle, 
That pay their Night and e e 
But makes a more delightful Stay 
Where Churches meet to praiſe and pray. 


3 What Slories were deſcrib'd of Na 
What Wonders, : are of Zia told! 
Thou City of our Go below, 

Thy Fame ſhall Tyre and Egypt know. 
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t and Tyre, and Greek and Jus, 
2 | there begin their Lives ane ẽC: 
Angels _- Men ſhall join to fing . 
The Hill where living Waters ſpring. 


5 When Gop makes up his laſt Account 
Of Natives in his holy Mount, 
*T will be an Honour to appear 
As one new-born or nouriſh'd there. 


PSALM LXXXVILL 


Y Saviour Gov, by Night, by Day, 
To Thee I pour my Cries; © 
Let my fad Plaints, while thus 1 pray, 
Before thy Throne ariſe. 


2 Low in the Depth's unfathom'd Night 
Thou throw ſt my trembling Soul; 

On me thine awful Judgments licht, 
And all thy Tempeſts bes 


No friendly Feet approach me | 5 | 

l Abhor d as one that's dead, nigh; 
To Thee (who only hear? 24 0 
My ſuppliant Handel bor 


4 Oh O By, i ſhall mightieſt Acts be ben 
Death triumphant reigns ?. 
The Dead, to make thy Wonders © "ii 
Burſt their ſepulchral Chains ? 


5 Shall - like thine, and Truth appear 
Where Darkneſs alt Things bides/? 
Thy Righteouſneſs — nr emo where : | 
orgetfulneſs prefides? ??? 
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6 Like breaking Seas, with — Force 
Thy Terrors dear me down; 
And, with a vaſt united Courſe, 
My ev ry Comfort drownu- 


PS ALM LXXXIX. Metre i. 


V never-ceafing Songs ſhall ſhow 
The Mercies of the LoERp; 
And make ſucceeding Ages know 
How faithful is his Word. 


2 The facred Truths his Lips] pronounce 
Shall firm as Heav'n endure; © + =» 
And if He ſpeaks a Promiſe once, _ 
Th' eternal Grace is ſure. { 


3 How long the Race of David held 
Rage Fæwiſb Throne! 
1 55 s. a nobler Coy*nant ſeal'd 
. Arten S ow. 
4 His Seed for ever ſhall poſſeſs 
A Throne above the Skies 
The meaneſt Subject of his Grace 
Shall to that Glory Tie, of 


5 Log, God of Hoſts, t thy wondrbus Ways 
Are ſung by Saints aby 
And Saints on Earth their Honours raiſe 
19 n eee Kare, end ee 
RT H. 


6 WITH Rey'rence let the Saints Pen, 
And bo before the Loan; 
His high Commands attentive nan 1 
And tremble at his Word. 


10 


11 


12 
„ 
* 
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7 How terrible thy Glories be!“! 
How bright thine Armies Ane! 
Where is the Pow'r that vies witli Thee? 
Or Truth compar'd to Thine? 


8 The Northern Pole and Southern reſt 
On thy ſupporting Hana 
Darkneſs and Day from £4/# to LON 
Move round at thy Command. 


9 Thy Words the raging Wiad conttel, 
And rule the boiſt*rous ;Deep z;. 91 
Thou mak'ſt the fleeping: Billows roll, 
The rolling Billows ſſeep. n 


10 Heav' n, Earth, and Air, and Sea are thine, 
And the dark World of, Hell; 
How did thing Arm in Vengeance thine 

, When "Egypt, durſt rebel! S 


II Tuſtice * Judgment are les rue 
Vet wondrous is thy Grace; 5 
While Truth and Mercy join'd i in one 
Invite us near thy Face. 


r . 


1. B LEs Q T are the Souls fiat he and know 


The Goſpeb's jo Joyful Sound; 
1 ſhall attend Paths they go, 


And Light their Steps ſurround. 


13 Their Joy ſhall bear their Spirits upyp -- 
| Though their REDESMER's Name ; ; 
His Righteguſneſs exalts their Hope, 


Nor Satan dares col demn. 
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14 The LoxD,:our Glory and Defence, 
Strength and Salvation gives: 


ifrueb | 


ꝑKINc for ever reigns, 
Thy 


on for ever lives. 


Pd REF IV. 


15 HEAR what the Loxp in Viſion ſaid, 
And made his Mercy known : 


« Sinners, behold your Help is laid 
On my Almighty Sov. 


16 « * Hi h halt He reign on David's Throne, 
y People's better KING; 
* My Arm'ſhalt beat his Rivals down, 


« And ſtill new Subjects bring. 


ny © My Zouth h ſhall 22 71 Him in his Way, 
y his Side; 


cc 4 7 in my 9 bi thro* Earth and dn, 


He ſhall in Triumph ride. 


18 * My firſt · born Sox, array'd in Grace, 
« At my Right-Hapd { Il fit; . | 
« Beneath Him Angels know their Place, 
« And Monarchs at his Feet. 


19 * My Cov' nant ſtands for ever faſt; 


My Promiſes are ſtrong (laſt, 


« Firm as the Heay'ns his Throns ſhall 
His Seed endure as long.“ 


PART V. 


20 < YET (faith the Lord) if David's Race, 


* The Children of my Sox, 
Should break my Laws, abufe my Grace, 
« And tempt mine' Anger down ; 


26 


27 
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21 © Their Sins I'M viſit with the Rod, 
„ And make their Folly ſmart ; 
4 But ÞIL not deaſe to be their ( 
Nor from my Truth depart. 


22 „Mz. Cor; nant I will ne'er revoke, | 
6. But keep my Grace in Mind: 

« And what eternal: Love hath _ 

« Eternal Truth ſhall bind. 


23 Once have 1 ſworn (I need [ need no > more), | 
« And pledg ans 
« T0 8 the 8 . — 0 
To Damid and his Race. 


24 © The Sun ſhall ſee his Offepri ing riſes. 
« And ſpxead from Sea to 29 | 
« Long as he travels round the Skies, 


« Ty give che Nations Day. 


25 00 Sure as the Moon that rules the Night . 
„ Hig Kingdam ſhall endure ; = 
Til the fr d Laws. of Shade and Light 
ce Shall de obſe} ry'd no more,” 


bent. PAE 45 VI. 


26 THINK, mi hty Gon, on feeble Man! 
How bew his Hours ! how thort his Span! © 
Short fromthe Cradle to the Grayc: 
Who can' ſecure his vital Breath 
* — the bold Demands of Death? 
With Skill to fly, or Power to fave? 


27 Lord, ſhall it be for eve r ug 
06 Tho Rice ef Man was on 4.1 
* REAR Bane e uſt py 


1 
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Are nat thy Servants Day by Days 

Sent to their Graves and turn' d a Clay? 
Lob, where's thy Kindneſs td the Juſt? 


28 Haſt thou not N to th Son, 
And all his Seed, à heav'nly Crown? 
But Fleſhrand Senſe indulge Deſpair : 
For ever blefſed-/be' the Lo nl! 
That Faith.cai[tead his holy Word, 
And find 4 Reſurrection there. 


"510101 on D251 
29 For ever blefetbbe the Lohn! 
Who gines-his:Saints'a rich Reward *? 
For all their Toil, Reproach, and Pain; 
Let All below, and All above, 
Join to procta m thy wondrous Love, 
r 


PS A E'M TLxXxIX. Metre ii. 


v7 „ 20 [ws CRT MESS TEC 
. grateful Tongue, immortal KIxo, 
IVI Thy Mercy ſhall for ever ſing; 
My Verſe to Time's remoteſt Day _ 
Thy Truth in facred Notes diſplay : 
O Thou, with endlefs Glory crown'd, — 
With Faithfulneſs inveſted round. 

2 Erom Thee, amid th' aerial Space, 
The North and. South aſſume their Place; 
While Tabor's Brow, with Ev'ning red, 
And: Eaſtern Hermon's unſhorn Head, 

- Wide through their echoing] Groves thy 
In Songs of grateful Joy proclaim. [Name 

1957 0 1 31601 ane 


. 
1108. 


: Strong 34 thing Arg 3. thy;Geadfaſl, Will | 
Thy Hands with, furs Effect fun 
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While Juſtice, mid th' ethereal * 0 
And Equity thy Throne ſuſtain, 5 
And. white: robd Truth and Merey Gale 

Thy Steps precede; ithy Path. — 5 


4 0 Bleſt, who know that ſacred Sound 
Which fpr eads the eJ0 1 Tidings round, 


And ſeats 4 Fo Jubi gn, 
Which through eternal Years all run! 


Around their Sees y. Light fhall:ſhine, 
And ev'ry Beam dec ile them thing. | 


How ſhall ther Ne Ha to Day, 
? Thy Ce ff 255 to a >, 
Thy Righteouſneſs, indulgent | nn, 
With holy Confidence record ; 
Thy Strength, their ſureſt Refug N N « 
Thy 5146s their, Dignity. ſupreme) } DO 


bd is > & wp rr 


6 FOR ever ſhall'my.Song.record. _ 
The Truth and Mercy of the gp: 
Mercy and Tru for ever ſtand 


Like Heav'n eſtal liſh'd by his FI Hand. nd. 


Fi C4 2 


7 Thus co his SN. eee aid. 

4 With Thee my Cov'nant firſt is — £ 
In Thee ſhall dying Sinners ive 
« Glory and Grace are Thine to give. 


8 « Be ThoumyProratr, ThoumyPRf EST; 
60 Thy Children ſhall be ever bleſtizz 
« Thou art/miy:choſen _— * 


+ 


A 


7 ' PSA E. M  LEXKXIEX. 
There's none of all my Song abo 
« So much my Image, lowmy Lo; 
1 Sub ec ms; 
« Then what vun Earth to L — ? 


10 © Dawd; er Lchoſe 7 
To guard my Flock, to cruſn my Foes, 
A —— rais'd him to the, Jews Throne, 
Was bat a Shadow, of my Sog.“ 


11 Now let the Church rejbice and r 


— SAviotn um her King: 
ls.his heav 'nly Wonders ſhow, 


Sairits declare His Works below. 2 
x 8 A L M 8 Mette i. 
0 JOD, eln Hey in Ages patty K 


for Years-to come; 
Our Shelter from the ſtormy, Blaſt, 
And our eternal Home. 6 


2 Under the Shadow of thy Türene 
Thy Saints have dwel A l 


Sufficient. thine Arm. 
And our Defence is fare. . SH: 11 b 


3 ee eden be 18 


From be ng Tron Gab Tal 
Tv endlefs Heme, 

A Then Aber in th red 

4 Areaivcawtr:nidljjonr: 4 5 gy ; I 

Streit as the Wee e Nig 

— ad bas? 1! 


ety 


* — 
— — — 


P.S'A LM) XC. 50 
Time, like an ever-rolli Stream 
l Bears: all ĩts Sons: awa a 
Tuey fly, forgotten, ava Dream! 1 ut 
Dies at the op'ning Day. | 


6 Like flow'ry Fields the Nations ſtand, 
' Pleas'd with the a . Lis Li ght ; 
The Flow ts beneath et qwer's "Hand 
Lie with'ring, ere dis P Nigbe. 
O Son, our Help i in Ages paſt,. 
/ ur Hope fo r Ye; 0 or e 


Be Thou di 8 Tuba Lite kan laſt 
e e Hope, : 


wer 7 3 0 I 

1 THOU Lond.taft ve; b'dourey' Fault 

cad Uno lirdhing Ks 

— — gui Ahe. 
Weck webe in Dachab dies; | 


ays are ieh blown 
e e 
Moment lat. | 


cearce 
10 eee £ - 


e al Veyohck chat ſhort Account, 

Ts Soren, We Fein: DMI 1 0 0 

11 So teach 8s 40 r ick 
And ſo vu Hearts a wil. g 24 


1 oo 
Whi 
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12 Return, O Lon p, and grant fome Reſt 
To all thy Servant's Woes; 
Our Hearts, with early Mercies bleſs 


To holy Joys diſpoſe ! 1. 40 


13 Let Heav'n ſucceed our painful Vears, 
Let Sin and Sorrow einn 
And in Proportion to dur Tears, 
So make our Joys increaſe,” ' © 


T4 Thy Wonders ts f Servants thow; 6h, 
Make thy own 14 5 complete,; 
Then ſhall 5 Souls thy Glory know, © 
And own thy Love was great. 


P S A LM Xe. 4! Metre i. 
199% Aa AaAo th; OHTT 7 
H EE, ton p, their Refuge, Thee alone, 
From earlieſt Age, thy People own: 
Thou: ere the Mountains roſe to Birth, 
And, while Wb the Heav' ns and Earth, 
F or ever Gob ! 


| 814 VIOIAE 4172 3 O! 
2 A Thouſand Yeargiewwh gs 20 
Are as the Hours of Ve r 
A Watch in Night eixes 
When ee wean abſent A | 
ed No Trac . | 


5 


3 Our Life, with al its FR ag eue 
Diſſolves like Vapours in the AH e 
Or as a — 25 r 
, Glides Y Bo 

hy ſcarce is ſeen, 


* 711121 » 


H 


3 | = 
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6 4 Or like the Graſs which ſprings te _ 
By Show'rs refreſh'd, or early L 

Anon, beneath the Mower's H Ä W 


. ee ee wither” Li the "oi 
| ; By W * 


5 „ Thine Eyes i inmoſt Guilt can read, 
1 Preſence: on each impious Deed 
That ſtudious ſhuns the Sight of Day) 


Leſiſtleſs __ its. OY Rayy 19 c 
Thou Juno of All. 


6 O who th Terrors juſt juſtly weighs ? 
Who to thy Pow!ri ſubmiſſive pays 
Proportion'd Homage ?-— Teach us, Thou, 


To count Life's Moments as they flow, 
| And learn to die. 


tie! 5 A * T. III. 

| - RETURN, O Gop'of Hosts, return! 

| How long mal we thine Abſence mourn |! 
Return, and let thy wonted Love 


Our Sins ſubdue, our Griefs remove 
5 With ſpeedieſt Aid. 


8 2 viſit with'enliv* ning Grace 
Thy Servants lab'ring i in Diſtreſs; 
Regard thy Mercy's dear Deſign, 


"An raiſe with 42 . divine 
Their fainting Souls 


9 Thy N Geest Loxp, impart, 
11 fill with Joy each drooping Heart: 
In thine Indulgence may we reſt, 
Since wretched Man alone i is bleſt 
Et Beneath thy Smile. 
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10 On Souls devoted to be thin, 
And. on their Race, through Ages thine ; ; 
Their: pidus Labours dein to own, 


n doing, and, chen done, 
1110 Accept and bleſs. 


2 A LN XC. Metre iii. God, 
ORD, Thou haſt been thy Children's 
All-pow” rful, wile, and good, and juſt, 

in ev In err Agel their ſafe Abode, 
ope,/their Refuge, and their SIE. 


2 Great FarRER oF ETERNITY, © 
How thort are Ages in thy Sight! 
A thouſand Years how ſwift they fly, 
Like one ſhort, ſilent Watch of Night! 


3 Uncertain Life, how ſoon it flies ! 
Dream of an Hour, how-ſhort our Bloom! 
Like Spring's gay Verdure now. we' riſe, + 
Cut down ere Night to fill the Tomb. 


4 Teach us to count our ſhort*ning Days, 
And with true Diligence apply 
Our Hearts to Wiſdom's ſacred Ways, 
That we may learn to live and die. 


PART II. 


5 WITH Mercy, Lox, revive. our Hearts, 
And tune our grateful Songs of Praiſe ; 
And let the Joy thy Smile imparts | 
Enliven all our future Days. 


6 O make our ſacred Pleaſures riſe, 
In ſweet Proportion to our Pain 
Till ev'n the ſad Remembrance dies, 


Nor one uneaſy Thought complains, 


| PS$SALM XC. 171 
N 7 Let thy Almighty Work appear. 
Wich Pow'r and Evidence divine; 
And may the Bliſo thy Servants ſhare, 
Continued to their Children mine. 
8 Thy glorious Image fair impreſt 
Les al our Hearts and Lives declare 5 
Beneath thy kind Protection bleſt, 
May all our Labours own thy Care. 


PS'ALM XC. Merre i. 


1 T.TO W hleft the Man, how ſafe from 
Who to his SA vioun flies! [Harm, 
And on his Truth and mighty Arm 
Alone for Help relies 


2 He from the Fowler's ſecret Snare 
Thy trembling Feet ſhall guide; 
And ſhield from Plagues that walk the Ait 
With Death's gigantic Stride. 


| 3 His overſpreading Wings of Love 

| Shall ſure, Nrotection yield; 

While his eternal "Truth ſhall prove 
Thine adamantine Shield. 


4 What though ſtrange Terrors filltae Night? 
Death's Shafts; obſcure the Day? 
He, thy Salvation's Strength and Light, 
Shall chaſe each. Fear away. 


5 What though fierce Plagues, through horrid 
With wild Deftrufion reign ? | fGloom, 
Though Thouſands round Thee crowd the 
Ley, Chanland.prels the Plain? fTomb,, 

| * 4, 


* 14 
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6 Thine Eyes ſhall ſee his'vengeful R 
And not one Fear 3 * 
In the high Friendſhip of thy: God | 

1 ac wo and bleſt. 


SA N „„ 


7 YE "Be of Men, a feeble* Race, 
Expos'd to ev'ry Snare, [place, 
Come, make the Lonp your Dyelling- 

And try, and truſt his Care. : 


8 No III ſhall enter where you dwell ; | 1 
Or if the Plague come nig, 
And fweep the Wicked down to Hell, 
”T will raiſe the Saints on high. 


9 He'll give bis Angels Charge to keep 
Vour Feet in all their Ways; 
To watch your Pillow while you Sleep, 
And guard your happy Days. 


10 Their Hands ſhall bear you leſt mY 
And daſh' againſt the Stones: 
Are they not Servants at his Gal” 
And ſent t' attend his Sons ? 


> ſhall tread'; 

The Tempter's Wiles defeat; 

He that hath broke the Serpent's Head, 
Puts him beneath your Feet. 


12 4 Becauſe on Me they ſet their Love, 
'n fave them, (faith the Lox p) 
'N bear their joyful Souls above 

- 6 Deſtruction, and the Sword. 


= 


w# we 


u fall 
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1 My; Grace ſhall anſwer when they call; 
ff Trouble I'll be nighg: 
« My Pow'r ſhall help them when they fall, 
And raiſe them when they die... | 


14 * Thoſe that on Earth my Name have 
&« I'll honour them in Heav'n; [known, 
There my Salvation ſhall be ſhown, 
And endleſs Lite be giv'n.“ 


PS A LM XCl. Mletre ii. 


| Shall find a moſt ſecure Abode ; 

Shall walk all Day beneath his Shade, 

And there at Night ſhall. reſt his Head. 
2 Then will I'fay, „My Gop, thy Pow'r 
Shall be my Fortreſs and my Low'r; 


I, that am form'd of feeble Duſt, 
Make et Arm my Truſt.“ 


3 Thrice happy Man! Ae Care 
Shall keep 1858 from the Fowler's OP 
Satan the Fowler, who betrays 
Unguirded Souls a thouſand” Ways. 


4 Juſt as a Hen protects her Brood . 

From Birds of Prey that ſeek their Blood 
Under her Feathers; ſo the Loky 
Makes his oπ.]j‚& Arm his People's Guard. 

| 5 If burning Beams of Noon alien 
To durt a peſtilential Fire, 
Son is their Life, his Wings are d 
70 {bieldthenr witty an healthful Shade. 


Gun 925? e ADH: ee 


I HE that hath made his Refuge Gop, 


II 


« My health-diſpe 


174 PSALM XC. 
6 If Vapours with malignant Breath 


Riſe thick, and ſcatter Midnight-Death, 
Tfrael is ſafe: The poifon'd Air 
rows pure, if Hracl's Gop be there. 


PART II. 


7 THOUGH Thouſands by thy Side are ſlain, 


And Myriads round Thee preſs the Plain, 
No Dart ſhall thy Deſtruction dare, 
Nor wound whom Gop has bid to ſpare, 


And ſince thy Heart (to God refign'd) 
In Him its Refuge boaſts to find; | 
No Dangers fhall thy Path await, 

Nor enter thy * Gate. 


* =- 


9 While round thee plac'd, th'Angelic-Train 


Thy Steps with tend'reſt Care ſuſtain, 
Safe ſhalt thou walk through Ways un- 
Nor ſtrike thy Foot againſt a Stone. Known, 


10 Go, fearleſs on the Dragon tread, 


And preſs the proſtrate Lion's Head: 
Go, cruſh the Serpent, though his Veins 
Lodge half the Poiſon, of the Plains. 


Thus faith the Lon b, „ Thy filial Love 
« mark, and all thy Acts approve: 
4 For this thy Head aloſt I'll rear, 


« Bow to thy Fray r my willing Ear. 


« Thy, Fears avert; thy Griefs attend; 
« (Thy Gop,. thy Guanin, and thy 
281 ERIEN D) ein TL £34965 71 GG) 


Grace impart. 
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PSALM XCII. Metre i. 


HOU who art enthron'd above, 
Thou by whom we live and move; 
O how ſweet OD Joyful Tongue 
To reſound thy Praiſe in Song ! 
When the Morning paints the Skies, 
When the ſparkling Stars ariſe, 
All thy Favours to rehearſe, 


And give Thanks in grateful Verſe. 


Sweet the Day of ſacred Reſt; 

When Devotion fills the. Breaſt 3: 
When we dwell within thy Houſe, 
Hear thy Word, and pay our Vows :— 
Notes to 5 Heav r s high Manfton raiſe, 
Fill its Courts with Joyful Praife ; 
Let repeated Hymns proclaim 

Great EHovAk's awful Name. 


From thy Works our Joys ariſe, 


O Thou only good and wiſe! 

Who thy —— can declare! 2 

How profunts thy Counfels are! 

Warm our: Hearts wick ſacred Fire, 
Grateful Fervours ſill inſpi re; 
All our Powers, wick all their Might, 


Ever in thy Praiſe e, gh 


X 
. 


PS A L M xc. Metre i ii. 


88 the Wo dmg GorymyKinc, 

T eee be A Te 
0 why: g 

And talk of all w_ ruth at 2 — 


176 PSALM XC. 


2 Sweet is the Day of ſacred Reſt ; 
No mortal Cares ſhall ſeize my Breaſt : 
O may my Heart in Tune be found; 
Like David's Harp of ſolemn Sound | 4 


3 My Heart ſhall triumph in my Loz'd,.. 
And bleſs his Works, and'blefs his W ord: 
Thy Works of Grace, how bright they ſhine ! 
How deep thy Counſels ! How divine ! 


4 Fools never raiſe their Thoughts ſo high ; 
Like Brutes they live, like Brutes they die; | 
Like Graſs they fouriſh; till thy Breath - 
Blaſt them in everlaſting Death, 


5s But I ſhall ſhare a. glorious. Part 
When Grace hath well rehn'd; my Heart, 
And freſh. Supplies of Joy are ſhed, 
Like holy 01 to cheer my Head. 4 


6 Sin (my · worſt. Enemy before) 
Shall vex my Eyes and Ears no more: 
My inward Foes ſhall all be lain, N 
Nor Satan break my Peace again. 


7 Then ſhall 1 ſee, and hear, and knows, | 
All L deſur'd or wiſh'd below -w: 
And ev'ry Powir find ſweet: Employ ; 
In that eternal World. e 1 


int 1271 1 it: 
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8 LO RD. 'tis a pleaſant Thin to ſand 
In Gardens planted b 
IF Let me within — C. 
*. eee 1 
1 . e Hö N 
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There grow thy Saints in Faith and Love, 
Bleſt with thine Influence from above; 
Not Lebanon, with all its. e 1 
Vields ſuch a comely Sight as theſe.» 


10 The Plants of Grace ſhall ever live; 


(Nature/decays, but Grace maſt thrive) 
Time, that doth all Things elſe impair, 
Still makes them flouriſh ſtrong 8 fair. 


11 Laden with Fruits of Age; they. bew. 


The Lord is Holy, Juſt, and I rue; A 
None that attend his. Gates 92 
Wy Gon unfaithful or unkind. R 


ES A L M XCIIL ids 2 


IT i Glory clad, with, Strength 
31% Nr , 

The Lonp Wt, o'er all Wild rei Ads; 
The World's Foundation ſtrongly ald, 
And the vaſt Fabrick ſtill ſuſtalfts. * 


2 How. ſure eſtabliſh'd'is thy Throne! 


Which ſhall nv Change or Period lod ; 
For Thou, O-Lorp, and L hou aloney 
Art God from all Eternity. 1 


3 The ſwellirg, Floods. tumultyous EAR 


Aloud the angry Tempeſts roar, 
Lift their proud Billows to the Skies, 


And foam and laſh, the trembling Shore. a 


4 The TIS the pe Gow. on: high, | 


Controls 8 fiercely g oe Seas; 
He ſpeaks land Noise an ehe fly, 
The Waves En Yowinr' in gentle Peace, 


— 


138 PSALM Xell. 

5 Thy fov*reign Laws are ever fure,. / 
Eternal Holineſs is Thine; ; 1 
And, Lokp, thy People ſhould be pure, 
And in thy bleff Reſemblance fhine. 


PS AL M XC. Merr ii. 


1 THE Lorp Jerovan-reigns, 
And royal State maintains 
His Head with awful Glories crown'd: 
\rray'd in Robes of Light, 
| girt with for reign Might, 
And Rays of Majeſty around. 


2 Upheld by thy Commands, 
The World ſecurely flandsz - - 
And Skies and Stars oy thy Word * 
Thy Throne was 2 on high, 
Before the ſtarry Sky; 
Eternal is thy Kingdom, Lon nd. 


3 In vain the ngiſy Crowd, 
Like Billows frerce and loud. 
Reer Empire rage and roar:- 
n vain with angry Spire, 
The furious Nations fight, 


- 


And daſh like Waves againft the Shore. 


4 Let Floods and Nations rage, 
And all their Powers engage 

Let ſwelling Tides aſſault the Sky; 
The Terrors of thy Fron. 

- Sha beat their Madneſs down ;. at 9? 1 
Thy Throne for ever ſtands on big. 


-- 


PSALM XCII. 179 


5 Thy Promiſes are true, 
Thy Grace is ever new: 
There fis d thy Church ſhall he'er remove; 
Thy Saints wich holy Fear 1541 
Shall in thy Courts appear, | 
And ling thine everlaſting Love. | 


PSALM XCIH. Mete ii. 


I HE Lond th' eternal Sceptre: rears, 
And Nature's Pow'r obſervant hears 
Whate' er his Will enfoins : © 
His Head with pureſt Slendanr ctown'd, 
With Majefty he veſts Him round. 
And girds with Strength his Lojris. 


2 Encircled by th ethereal Space, 
And fix'd by Him on firmeſt Baſe, 

The Earth's vaſt Orb appears: ' 
From earlieſt Age, great Gop, thy Throne 
Aloft in Heav'n prepar'd has ſhone, 

Nor meaſures Time thy Years. 


3 A Scene of Horror ſtrikes my Eyes ! 
The Floods, my Gop, the Floods ariſe, 
And lift their Voice on high 
What Pow'r ſhall curb the — Tide: 
What bid the ſwelling Wavy ade, 
And clear the ſtormy Sky? 


4 Thee, o'er all Height exalted, —Thee 
The Deeps revere ;—at thy Decree 
The Waves their Rage refign : 
Fix'd are the Laws by "Thee ordaityd Fo 
And Truth and Sancti N 
Adorn thy awful Sh 


93k wo 1]. 
PS ALM XCIV. 
0 G OD, to whom Revenge belongs, 
'Pevelaitn thy Wrath aloud ; 


Let ſov'reign Pow'r redreſs -our Wrongs, 
Let Juſtice ſmite the Proud. 


9 


2 They ſay, « The ns nor ſees rior hears ;' 
When will the Fools be! wiſe! © 
Can Hz be deaf, who form'd their Ears f 

Or blind, who made their Eyes ? | 


; He knows their i impious/Thoughts are vain, 
And they ſhall feel his Pow'r 3 

His Wrath ſhall pierce their Souls with Pain, 
In ſome ſurpriſing Hour. 


4 But if thy Saints deſerve Rebuke, 
Thou haſt a gentler Rod, 
1 Providences and thy Boo 

Shall make them know their Gop, 


5 Bleſt a is the Man thy: Hands chaſtiſe, 
And to his Duty draw | 
Thy Scourges make thy Children wile, 
When they forget thy Law. 


6 But Gon will n&er-caſt off his' Shines, 
Nor his own. Promiſe break; 
Hecpardons his Inhetitance, © © 
For their REeDEtEMER'S _ * 


er II. e 
7 WHO will ariſe and plead my 10 


inſt my num rous F 8 
| Wit Each Hell 9 Ek na, 


And all my I oye e d wind 


: 


f 
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8 Had not the Lok b, my Rock, my Help, 
Suſtain'd my fainting Head, 2 ; 
My Life had now in Silence dwelt, 
My Soul among the Dead. 
9 * Alas! my ſliding Feet!” I cry d; 
* rate ſtood conſtant by my ſide-; 
| hy Spin bore: me up- Dif 
10 While Multitudes of mournful Thoughts 


RITES Thy boundleſs Love forgives wy Faults, 


hy Comforts cheer my Soul. 
11 Powers of Iniquity may riſ;,; *© 
And frame pernicious Laws: 
But Gon my Refuge rules the Skies, 
Hz: will defend my Cauſe, © * 


12 Let Malice vent her Rags aloud, -; 
Wt bold Blaſphemers {coff; 2 * 

Ihe Lon our Cop ſhall judge the Prous 

. And cut the Sinners off. ME 


1 


/ 
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S ALM. XCY..., Metre i, 


1 Fou, wound his Praiſe abtoad,. 
And Hymsns ef Glory ſing; 
Jano vA is che oviteign Ge, 
The univerſal K,Y]W W. 
2 He form'd the Deeps unknown z 
He gave the Seas their Bound; 
The wat'ry Worlds are all his own qUE 
And all the ſolid Ground. 


4 4 + 


ww PS AL M Xv. 


3 Tarr, worſhip at his Throne 
Come, bow before the Lon: 
| W bis Work, and nqt qur e 
e form'd us hy hie M Ord- 


4 Torday attend his Vice, 5 
Nor dare provoke bis Reds 
Come, like the People of his Choice, 


And own your err IA 


3 But if your Ears tefſuſe 6 
The Language of his en 
And Hearts grow bard like Rubber Ferws, 
That unbelieving Race; 


6 The Lozn, in Vengeance dreſt, 
Will litt his Hand aud wear, 
« You that deſpiſe my promis d ov 
„Shall have uo Portion there. 


PSALM xc. Mate f. 


ING tothe Logp Femovan's Name, 7 
And in his Strength rejoice 3 | 
When his Salvation is our Theme, | 
Exalted be our Voice. 


2 With Thanks approach his weefu- Seht, 
ug Pſalms of Honour ſing 3 
The Loxp's a Gop of boundleſs Might, 
The whole Creation's King... 


3 Let Princes hear, let Angels KOs 
How mean their Natures ſeem, 
Theſe Gops on high, aud Gods — 
onge cempar'd with Him. 


\ 
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4 Earth, with its Caverns dark and deep, 
Lies in his ſpacious Hand; oO 
He fix d the Seas what Bounds to kee 
And where the Hills muſt ſtand. 


5 Come, and with humble Squls adore, 

Come, kneel before his Face; 
Q may the Creatures of his Pow'r _ 

Be Children of his Grace ae! 

6 Now is the Time, He bends his Ear, 
And waits for your Requeſt ; 

55 Come, left He rouze his Wrath, and ſwear, 

« Ye ſhall not ſee my Reſt.. 


1 


p S ALM xcv.  Metreii, 


I O boud Anthems let us ſings 
Loud Thanks to our Almighty KING: 
For we our Voices high ſhould raiſe, 
When our Salvation's Lock we praiſe, 
> 2 Into his Preſence let us haſte, . 
To thank Him for his Favours paſt; , 
To Him addreſs, in Joyful Songs, 
The Praife that to his Name belongs. 
3 The Depths of Earth are in his Hand, 
Her ſecret. Wealth, at his Command; . 
es 


* 


The Strength of Hills that threat the 
Subjected to his Empire lies. 


. 


4 The rolling Ocean's vaſt Abyſs... © © 
By the fame ſov'reign Right is, His; 
"Tis moy'd by the Almighty i 
That form'd and fix'd the Id Lan 


ſol 


d Land, 


* 
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"7 O. let us to his Courts repair, 

And bow with Adoration there, 
Down, on 175 Knees, devoutly All 
Before the Loxn our MAE ER fall. 


P'S A L * XVI. Mietre i. 


ING-to the . ye! diſtant _ 
Ye Tribes df ev ry Tongue: 
His new-diſcover'd, Grace demands Ge 
A new and nabler Seng. oe 


e2: Say A the None, . O 
Gop's on Almighty Soc :! 
His Pow'r the ſinking World ſuſtains, 


And. Grace ſurrounds his Throne. 


Let Heav'n procly yful Day, 
8 Joy throu , 5 
I 'Let- Gities bx in 175 ht Array, 1 

And Fl ields ! in Hheerful Gr Green. 


4 Let an unuſſal Joy ſurpriſe. PIX 
The Iſlands of the Sea: 
Ye Mountains ſink, ye Valleys 1 riſe 
. Prepare t the Loxp his, Way Re: 


5 Behold He, comes He mg eee 
The Nations as their, | 
To ſhew the World his. Righteoulticls, 
And ſend his Truth. abroad, 


6 But when hi Voice. ſhall raiſe the Dead, 
And. bid e World draw near, 
How will the guilty Nations dread 


To ſee their” IP DOE appeat 4 ugh 


* 
4 


PSALM XCVL. Miesel. 


S8 to the Lon D Ben new- taught Song; 
Earth, to his Name the Note prolong: 

Till Realms remote his Acts have knoyyn, 
And Man's whole Race his Wonders own. 


1 2 Great is the Lon, and great his Praiſe: 
What Gop like Him our Fear Eren 
Not ſuch as Heatben Lands 5 | 


Created, firſt, and then ador' d. 1s 
75 
3 Vield to his Name: the 1 — 99 EW A * 


Oft to his Courts your Way purſue 
With ſolemn Step; and joyful bring 
The Offering to your heav nly KING. iT 


t 4 Before the Beauty of his Shrine, nl 0 
Ye Saints, in 10% Proſtration Join, 
: Ye Natives of each diftant Shitte,” 3 

His Pow't revere; his Nante adore” / 


5 O.tell to All whom Earth)ſaſtairs;- +! | 


O tell them, that JEHOVAH) reigns; * 25 
That All who iſſue from ãts Moomb 
Shall hear from ee 


6 ny © Hearth als, © E Ap 
uk: ye Td [$4 = 


12 ean in its ley 


And e 43 hs 
7 Rich in his Giks/ eie qoice 3 
While, in his Pit Wo ds their Voice 


Exalt, and hail; wi 
The Preferice of th 2 


—ͤ—— — — — — 
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8 He comes in awful Pomp arra 
He comes- t6 judge the Mend the adde; 
Truth ſhall with ms the Cauſe Goole, 
Aud Equity his Sentence guide. 1 


& 
3 
| 


SAL x Mete ü. 


E Tall che Earth their Voices raiſe 
To ſing che choiceſt fa lem of Praiſe, 
To ſuigcand+blefs: Jerbvian's 3 

His Glory let the Hauben kHõ.]ᷓẽũʃͤ 
His Wonders to the Nations how, * 
And all Als favitg” Works ptbthiini. 


2 The Earhtnr RhbW: thy Glory, N A 
The wond'titig' Nations: read thy ot, - 


1 


In Britain isa an, E 9 » 
Our 3845 ja re K. - 1 | 
To Go 7 — | ma | 
r.\ is our — 


3 He framid db Gebe He bullt the * 
He made the: ſhining: Worids onhigh, 
And aeigus comphcte in Seda 
Nw e e * Wat 


His Be Se 
His Temp eve 15 Ne Mu * 1 


5121 Wyn i: 745 10 
Come the e he! 15 a. 
v When ke Laie Rae g POW I, 
125 Rete — 15 Name 
2 Men confeſs | dq 
Te! e ob . | br — —.— 


* 
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— 
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Ri ns XCVH. | More 6 
lands of the Nbrrl/e#h Sea 
prey \ te SK wön feigns⸗; 
"His Word; UE Fire, prepares his Wa 
And Mountains melt. to Plains. 


2. His Preſence ſmks the proudeſt Hats 

And makes the Valleys rife: 

The Humble Soul enjoys his its, + 
The haughty:: Sinner dies. 11 þ 


The Hehv' ts Mis rightful rep r ph 
5 e fel. Gede art ny 
Fill their own 'Worfippers. with Shame, 
And totter to the Ground 


4 Adoring- Angels at his Bürtbn n 8 
- Make the Reb DEMERN kwown 3/14 - 
Thus ſhall Ie come to judge the Haw A 
And Angels guard his bhcone.': 1 


5 His Foes ſhall tremble at his Sight; 
And Hills and Seas retite:: 
His Ct Childrentake theit feeret Flight; 
And leave che World on Fite.. * 


6 The Seeds of Jenn, Glory: n 
F dr Saints in Hark neſs here, 1 
Shall riſe and ſpring 1 deen 
And rich Hardeſt bear. 


PSALM NXTMWI. Metre ii. 


' H% eigne, thei Bonn the Saviour / 
Praiſe Hintin r 
Loet che hole e l 
And diſtant-Hands jbin theif Voices... - 


w 
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2 Deep are his CHunſels and unknoyum; 

But Grace and; Truth ſupport his Throne: 
Though, gloomy Clouds his Way ſurround, 

| | Juſtice is their eternal, Ground. 

'' In Robes of Judgment, lo, He comes, 

Sjhakes the Wide Earth, and. cleaves the 

Befofe Him burns e Fes [Tombs! 
+ | The Mounjains melt, the Seas retigg l 

4 His Enemies, with fore Biſa © 

met, 101755 the, Sight; and ſhun the Day; 

+ Then lift your Heads, ye Saints, on, high 

And fing, or your Redemption's nigh.” 
„ ; = 5. $49 | 7 ,0017ropan 


- 
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S Longo inde; the Hehwhiawroctalm : 


His Birth 3 the Nations learn his Name: 
An unknown Star directs the Nad 
Of Zo/tern Sages to their Gp: 
S5 All ye bright Armies of the Skies, 
V0, worſhip: where the Sa viobn _ 
Angels and Kings before Him bow, 
I boſe Gods on high, and Gods below. 

7 Let Idols cotter to the*Ground, © 
A their own Worktippers confownd © | 
d e ſhout” but Sten ling: 

Earth confeſs her o reign KWO. 
mo i M AR IE-IME 1A | 
8 TH) ALnicuTyo reigns cole high | | L 

Qieer all die Earth, o%er all the Sky; 
Tbo' Clouds and Darknels veil: his Feet, 
4: His Dwelling is the Metcy-Seat,:”! - DA 


_ 1 
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9 O ye chat love his holy Name, 
Hate ev ry Work of Sin and Shame: 
He guards the Souls of alt his Friends, 
And from the Snares of Hell defends. 


— — — x U — — — — 


10 Immortal Light, and Joys unknown, 
Are for the Saints in Darkneſs ſown; 
"Thoſe glorious Seeds ſhall fpring and riſe, 
And the bright Harveſt bleſs our Eyes. 


t Rejoice, ye Righteous,'and record 
The ſacred Honours of the LORD: 
None but the Soul that feels his Grace, 
Can triumph in his Holineſs. 


PSA LM XCVIII. Metre i, 
1 NNO dur Almighty Maker, Gop, 
New Honours be addreſt; 
His great Salvation ſhines abroad, 
And makes the Nations bleſt. 


2 He ſpake the Word to Ar ham firit ; 
His Truth fulfils the Grace; 
The Gentiles make his Name their Truſt, 
And learn his Righteouſneis. 


3 Let the whole Earth his Love proclaim 
With all her diff'rent Tongues ; 
And ſpread;the Honours, of his Name 
Tn Melody and Songs. 
AREA os wit v7 
4 JOY cso the World; the Lok is come! 
Let Earth receive her KI co :: / 
Let ev'ry Heart prepate Him Room, 
And Heavmn and Nature ſing | 
1 
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5 Joy to the Earth; the Sa vioux reigns ! 
Let Men their Songs employ; [ Plains, 
While Seas and Shores, Rocks, Hills, and 
Repeat the ſounding Joy. 


6 No more let Sins and Sorrows grow, 
Nor Thorns infeſt the Ground; 
He comes to make his Bleſſings flow, 


© 


Far as the Curſe is found. 


7 He rules the World with Truth and Grace; 1 
And makes.the Nations prove 
The Glories of his Righteouſneſs, - 
And Wonders of his Love. 


PSAL M XCVII. Metre ii. 2 


i CING to the Gon whom we adore ; 
O ſing, in Strains unheard before, 
The Mercies ſhown us from above, 
The Wonders of redeeming; Love : 
His holy Arm Salvation ſends, 3 
And Conqueſt on its Stroke attends. 


2 His Juſtice through the World has ſhin'd; 
His Truth, with endleſs Mercy join'd, 
Now ſeals the Promiſe of his Grace 4 
To faithful r am's choſen Race; . 
And Earth, to juſt Obedience awd. 

Has own'd her SævIoR and her Gon. 8 


3 To him who claims th* eternal Sway, 
To Him the vocal Tribute pay: 
Him let the hoarſe - reſounding Tide, 5 
With All that in its Depths reſide, 
Praiſe; thank, and bleſs, in loudeſt Strains; ] 
Him Earth, and All whom: Earth ſuſtains. 


} 


1 


2 
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4 Ye Floods triumphant clap the Hand ; 


Ye cloud-topt Hills, exulting ſtand ; 

See, thron'd aloft in awful. 

(While Man's whole Race his Sentence wait) 
The Judge ſupreme his Scale aſſume ; 
And Equity directs the Doom. 


PSALM XCIX. Metre i. 


T* E Goo Ianov Au reigns, 
Let all the Nations fear; 


Let Sinners tremble at his Throne, 
And Saints be humble there. 


12 the SAVIOUR reigns, 
t Earth adore its-LorD: - 


Bright Cherubs his Attendants, band, , 


* 


by 


* 


5 


Swift to fulfil his Word. 


In' Zion is his Thr ene, 


His Honours are divine: 
His Church ſhall make his nn 
For there his Glories ſhine. _ 


How . is his Name 

How terrible his Praiſe! *- 
Juſtice and "Truth, and Judgment join 

In all his Works of Grace. 


PART 1, 


EXALT the Lozp our Gos, 
And worſhip at his Feet; 
His Nature is all Holineſs, 
And Mercy is js 20k 
2 
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6 When Iſrael was his Church, 
When Aaron was his Prieſt, 
When Maſes cry'd, when Samuel pray'd, 
le gave his People Reſt. 
7 Oft He forgave their Sins, 
Nor would deſtroy their Race ; 
And: oft, He made his Vengeance known, 
When they abus'd his Grace. 


8 FExalt the Loa p our Gon, 
Whoſe Grace is ſtill. the ſame ; 

Still He's a Gor of Holineſs, 

And jealous for his Name, 


PSALM XCIX. Metre ii. 


1 J EHOVAH reigns: Ve Nations own, 
With proſtrate Hearts, his Sway : 
Between the Cherubs ſtands his Throne; 
Earth ! tremble and obey. 


2 Let Each, with humble Joy elate, 
Before thy Footſtool bow ; 
Thee, ceaſeleſs, praiſe : For who ſo Great, 
So Holy, LokD, as Thou? | 


3 By Gop with ſacred Honours crown'd, 
See Moſes, Aaron fee; | 
And Samuel, ever faithful found, 
To Him ineline the Knee. 


4 To Him the favour'd Three aloud 
The frequent Vow preferr'd, 
And, inſtant, from the pillar'd Cloud, 
His awful Anſwer heard. 
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5 With wakeful Zeal their Boſoms burn'd, | 
Obſervant of his Will, - + 
With Joy the heav'nly Precepe learn dy 
And Kaſten'd to fulfil. 3x: 


6 To TREE, great Gop, their every Pray” r 
In full Acceptance roſe :* 

[Ty Hand their Weakneſs VEE to ſpare, 
| nd, pitying, heal'd their Woes. ; - 


7 Yet could thy Wrath, when Sin had dar'd 
Their erring Breaſt to ſtain, 
Deal to their Guilt a juſt Reward, 
And vindicate thy Reign. 


8 Let Each, with humble Joy elate, 
On Sion's Mountain bow ; ; 
Thee, ceaſeleſs, praiſe : For who ſo Great, 
So Holy, Lox, as Thou! 7 


PSALM C. 


I \ L L People that on Earth do dwell 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful Voice; ; 


Him ſerve with Fear, his Praiſe forth- tell, 
Come ye before Him and rejoice. 


2 The Lorp, ye know, is Gop indeed, 
| Without our Aid He did us make; 
We are his Flock, He doth us feed, 
{ And for his Sheep he doth us take. 


3 O enter then his Gates with Praiſe, 
Approach with Joy his Courts unto ;. - 
A raiſe, laud, and bleſs his Name Er 
For it is ſeemly ſo to do. 


13 
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4 For why? the Loxp our Gop is good, 
His Mercy is for ever ſure: | 
His Truth at all Times firmly Rood, 
And ſhall from Age to Age endure. 


VERSION II. 


1 I T H one Conſent let all the Earth 
To Goy their cheerful Voices raiſe, 
Glad Homage pay with hallov/'d Mirth, 
And ſing before Him Songs of Praiſe. 


2 Convinc'd that He is God alone, 
From whom both we and All proceed; 
We whom He choofes for his own, 
The Flock that He vouchſafes to feed. 


3 O enter then his Temple-Gate, 
Thence to his Courts devoutly preſs, _ 
And ſtill your grateful Hymns repeat, 
And ſtill his Name with Praiſes bleſs, 


4 For He's the Lok p, ſupremely good, 
His Mercy is for ever ſure ; 5 
His Truth, which always firmly ſtood, 
To endleſs Ages ſhall endure. 

YERSTON' A. 
1 TIEFORE Jtrovran's awful Throne, 
Ye Nations:bow with ſacred Joy : 
Know that the Loxp is Gon alone; 
He can create, and He deſtroy. 


| + 2 His for'reign Pow'r, without our Aid, 
| Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men: 
| And when like wand' ring Sheep we ſtray d, 
| He brought us to his Fold agan. 
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3 We are his People, we his Care, 
Our Souls, and al our mortal Frame: — 
What laſting Honours ſhall we rear, 
Almighty Mak kx; to thy Name ? 


4 We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs; 
High as the Heav'ns our Voices raiſe ; 
And Earth, with her ten Thouſand Tongues, 
Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Praiſe. 


5 Wide as the World is thy Command! 
Vaſt as Eternity thy Love! 

Firm as a Rock thy Truth mult ſtand, 

When rolling Tears ſhall ceaſe to move. 


PSALM. CI. 


I F. Juſtice - and of Grace I fing 
O And pay my Gan my Vows by 
Thy Grace and Juſtice, "vi King, 

Teach me ta rule my 51 


2 Now to my Tent, O Gop, repair, 
And make thy Servant wife; | 
I'll ſuffer. nothing near me there, 
That ſhall offend thine Eyes. 


3 The Man that doth his Neighbour wrong 
By Falſehoad or by Force, 

The ſeornful Eye, the ſland*rous' Tongue, 
Pl. chruſt them from my Doors. 


4 I'll feek the Faithful and the Julh 1 
And will their Help enj 2 
are the Friends that wil wu, 
he Servants mY employ. :v 16! 
4 
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5 The Wretch that meditates Deceit e 
I'll not endure a Night! 

The Liar's Tongue I ever hate, 
And baniſh from my Sight. 


6 I'n purge my Family around, | 7 
And make the Wicked flee ! 

So ſhall my Houſe be ever found [ 

A Dwelling meet for Thee. | 1 


PSALM Cll. 


EAR me, O Gop, nor hide thy Face, 
But anſwer, leſt I die: 
Haſt Thou not built a Throne of Grace, 
To hear when Sinners cry ? 


2 M — are waſted like the Smoke 

K ing in the Air: = 
My Strength i is dry'd, my Heart is broke 
And ſinking in Deſpair. ; 


3 So walks the Pelican diſtreſt, 
The Bird of Night fo ſhrieks: 
So the ſad Sparrow, from his Nen, 
His loſt Companion ſeeks. 


4 Senſe can afford no real Joy bes T : = 
To Souls that feel thy Froẽwn; 
 Lorp, 'twas thy Hand advane'd me high, 
Thy Hand hath caſt me down. 


„ 5 I like a wither'd Leaf appear; - + | 
And Life's declining Light 

Grows faint as Ev'ning Shadows + are 
That vaniſh into Night. 
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6 But Thou for ever art the ſame, 
O my eternal Gop ; or 


Ages to come ſhall know thy Name, 
And ſpread thy Works abroad.. 


7 Thou wilt ariſe, and ſhew thy Face, 
Nor will my Loxp delay | 
Beyond th* appointed Hour of Grace, 
4 hat long-expected Day. 


8 He hears his Saints, He knows their Cry, 
And by myſterious Ways 
Redeems-the Pris'ners doom'd. to die, 
And fills their Tongues with Praiſe. 


PZ .4£&:T;. I 


' 9 LET Zion and her Sons rejoice, 
Behold the promis'd Hour : 
Her God hath heard her mourning Voice, 
And comes t' exalt his Pow'r, 


10 Her Duſt and Ruins that remain 
Are precious in our Eyes; 
Thofe Ruins ſhall be built again, 
And all that Duſt ſhall riſe. 


11 The Lokp will raiſe Jeruſalem, 
And ſtand in Glory there; 


Nations ſhall bow before his Name, 
And Kings attend with Fear. 


12 He ſits a Sov'reign on his Throne, 
With Pity in his Eyes: 

He hears the dying Pris' ners groan, 
And ſees their Sighs ariſe, 
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13 He frees the Souls condemn'd to Death, 


And when his Saints complain, 
"T wilkne'er be faid, «© That praying Breath 


« Was ever ſpent in vain.” 


14 This ſhall be known when we are dead, 
And left on long Record, 
That Ages yet unborn may read, 
And truſt and praiſe the Lord. 


PAR T III. 


15 I T is the Lox p our Saviour's Hand 
Weakens our Strength amidſt the Race; 
Diſeaſe and Death at his Command 
Arreſt us, and cut ſhort our Days. 


16 Spare us, O Lon, aloud we pray, 
Nor let our Sun go down at Noon; 
Thy Vears are one eternal Day, 
And muſt thy Children die ſo ſoon: 


17 Vet in the Midſt of Death and Grief, 
This Thought our Sorrow ſhall afluage ; 
« Our FATHER and our SAVIOUR live; 
« CHRIST is the ſame through ev'ry Age.“ 


18 Twas He this Earth's Foundation laid; 
Heav'n is the Building of his Hand; [ fade, 
This Earth grows old, theſe Heav'ns ſhall 
And all be chang'd at his Command. 


19 The ftarry Curtains of the Sky, 

Like Garments, {hall be laid afide ; 

But ill thy Throne ſtands firin and high; 
Thy Church for ever mutt abide. 


7 ; 


1 4 eo 


— 
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20 Before thy Face thy Church ſhall live, 
And on thy. Throne thy. Children reign ; 
This dying A Spins ſhall they ſurviyg, 
And the trad Sain be 50 again. 


PS A 1 * Cut. Metre ij. | 


O BLESS the Lonp, my Soul! 

Let all within me join, 

And aid my Tongue to bleſs his Name, 
Whoſe Favours are divine. 


2 O bleſs the Lorn, my Soul! 
Nor let his Mercies lie 
Forgotten in Unthankfulneſs; 
And without Praiſes die. 


5 3 *Tis He forgives thy Sins, 


"Tis He relieves thy Pain, 
'Tis He who- heals thy Sickneſſes, 
And makes thee: young again. 


4. He crowns thy Life with Loye, 
When: ranſom?d from the Grave; 
He that redeem'd my Soul from Hell, 
Hath ſo reign Pow'r to ſave. 


5 e fills the Poor with-Good ; 
He gives the Suff'rers Reſt ; 
The Logo hath Judgments for the Proud, 
And Juſtice for th Oppreſt. 


6 His wondrous Works and Ways 
Hie made by Moſes known; | 
But ſent the World his Truth and Grace, 
By his beloved __ tt 229 
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PART H. 
7 MY Soul repeat his Praiſe,  _ 
Whoſe Mercies are ſo great 


Whoſe Anger is ſo flow to riſe, _ 
So ready to abate. ' 


s | Gop Will not always chids ; 
And when his Strokes are felt, 
His Strokes are fewer than our Crimes, 
And lighter than our Guilt. | 


9 High as the Heav'ns are rais'd | 
Above the Ground we tread; 
So far the Riches of his Grace | 
Our higheſt Thoughts exceed. 


10 His Pow'r ſubdues our Sins, 
And his forgiving Love 
Far as the Ea is from the Ves, 
Doth all our Guilt remove. 


11 The Pity of the Loy! 
To thoſe that fear his Name; 

Is ſuch as tender Parents feel; 
He knows our feeble Frame. 


12 He knows we are but Duſt 
Scatter'd with ev*ry Breath; 
His Anger, like a riſing Wind, 
Can fend us ſwift to Death! 


13 Our Days are as the Graſs, 
Or like: the Morning-Flower : 
If one ſharp Blaſt ſweep o'er the Field, 
It withers in an Hour. 


* — We" 
— 


- 4 * 
* N 


* 
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14 But thy Compaſſions, Lok p, 


To endleſs Years endure ; 
And Children's Children ever find 
Thy Word of Promiſe ſure. 


PART III. 


1 THE Log, the ſov* reign King, 
Hath fix'd his Throne on high; 
O'er all the heav'nly World He rules, 


And All beneath the Sky. 


16 Ve Angels, great in Might, 
And ſwift to do his Will, 
Bless ye the Lok, whoſe Voice ye hear, 


Whole Pleaſure ye fulfil... 


17 Let the bright Hoſts who wait 
The Orders of their © Ages: 
And guard his Churches when they pray, 
Join in the, Praiſe they ſing. 


18 While all ls wondrous Works 


Fhrough his vaſt Kingdom ſhew'. 
Their MaxeR's Glory, — thou, my Soul, 
Shalt ſing his Graces too. 


PS ALM CIII. Metre ii. 


B SS; O my Soul, the living Go, © 
Call home > Wp Thoughts that rove 


Let all the Powers within me join [abroad ; 
In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. 


2 Bleſs, O my Soul, the Gop of Grace; 
His Favours claim thy higheſt Praiſe: 
Why ſhould the Wonders He hath wrought 
Be loft in Silence, and forgot? 
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3 Tis H 0 my Soul, that ſent his Sox 
0 


3 To die for Crimes which thou haſt done: 


He owns the Ranſom, and forgives 
The hourly: Follies of our Lives. 


4 The Vices of the Mind' He heals, 
And cures the Pains that Nature feels : 
Redeems the Soul from Hell, and ſayes 
Our waſting Life from threat” ning Graves. 


5 Our Youth-decay'd, his Pow'r repairs ; 
His Mercy crowns our growing, Years : 
He ſatisfies our Mouth with Good, 
And fills our Hopes with heay'nly! F od. 


6 Let the whole Earth his Pow'r confeſs ; 
Let the whole Earth adore his Grace ; 
The Gentile with the Few ſhall join 
In IF and Worſhip ſo divine. 


"PART l. 


7 THE: —_ abounds with render Love 
And unexampled Acts of Grace: 
His waken'd Wrath does ſlowly move, 
His willing Mercy flows apace. 


8 As high as Heav'n.its Arch extends, 
Above this little Spot of Clay; | - 
So much his boundleſs Love tranſcends. 
The fmall Reſpects that we can pay. 


9 As far as tis from Eg to W2/e, 
So far has He our Sins remov d; 
Who with a Father's tender Breaſt 
Has ſuch as fear Him always low d. 
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10 For Gon, who all our Frame ſurveys, 
Conſiders that we are but Clay; 


How freſh ſoe er we ſeem, our Days 
Like Grafs or Flow'rs muſt fade away. 


11 While they are nipt with ſudden Blaſts, 
Nor. can we find their former Place; 
Gop's faithful Mercy ever laſts 
To thoſe that fear Him, and their Race. 


12 Let ev'ry Creature jointly-bleſs .. | 
The mighty Loxn; and thou, my Heart, 
With grateful Joy thy Thanks expre ſs, 
And in this Concert bear thy Part. 


PSALM, cv. 
N Y Soul, thy great Creator praiſe ; 


When cloth'd in his celeſtial Rays 
He in full Majeſty a : 


* 


And like a Robe his Glory wears. 


2 The Heav'ns are for his Curtains ſpread; 
T' unfathom'd Deep He makes his Bed: 
Clouds are his Chariot, when He flies 
On winged Storms acroſs the Skies. 


3 Angels, whom his own Breath inſpires, 
His Miniſters, are flaming Fire 
And ſwift as Thought their Armies move, 
To bear his Vengeance or his Love. 


4 The World's Foundations by his Hand 
Are pois'd, and ſhall for ever ſtand ; 
He binds the Ocean in his Chain, 
Leſt it ſhould drowyn the Earth again. 
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5 When Earth was cover'd with the Flood, 
Which high above the Mountains ſtood, 
He thunder'd, and the Ocean fled, 
Confin'd to its appointed Bed. 


6. The ſwelling Billows know their Bound, 
And in their Channels walk their Round ? 
Yet thence refreſh the thirſty Plain, 

And Life in all its Forms ſuſtain. 


7 He bids the cryſtal Fountains flow, 
And cheer the Valleys as they go; 
Tame Heifers there, their Thirſt allay, | 
And for the Stream wild Aſſes bray. | J 


8 From pleafant Trees which ſhade theBrink, 
The Lark and Linnet light to drink; 
Their Songs the Lark and Linnet raiſe, 


And chide our Silence in his Praiſe. 1 
er I. | 
9. GOD from his cloudy Ciſtern pours 10 


On the parch'd Earth enriching Show'rs; 
The Grove, the Garden, and the Field, 
A thouſand joyful. Bleflings yield. 


10 He makes the graſly Food ariſe, 17 
And gives the Cattle large Supplies; 1 
With Herbs for Man of various Pow'r, 
To nouriſh Nature, or to cure. 


11 What noble Fruit the Vines produce! 
The Olive yields a ſhining Juice; 
Our Hearts are cheer'd with gen'rous Wine, 
With inward Joy our Faces ſhine, 


18 
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12 O bleſs his Name, ye Britons, fed 
With Nature's chief Supporter, Bread ; 


"While Bread your vital Strength imparts, 
Serve Him with Vigour in ** Hearts. 


"PART III. 


13 BEHOLD the ſtately Cedar ſtands 
Rais'd in the Foreſt by his Hands; 
Birds to the Boughs for Shelter fly, 
And build their Neſts ſecure on 0 


14 To crag 3 5 Hills aſcends the Goat ; Sb 
And at the airy Mountain's Foot 
The feebler Creatures make their Cell: 
He gives them Wiſdom where to dwell. 


5 He ſets the Sun his ircling Race, 8 

? Appoints the Moon to change her Face; 
And when thick Darkneſs veils the Day, 
Calls out wild Beaſts to hunt their wa 


16 Fierce Lions lead their Young abroad, 
And roaring aſk their Meat from Gov ; 3 
But when the Morning-Beams *. 
The ſavage Beaſt to Covert flies. 


17 Then Man to daily Labour goes 

The Night was made for his Nepoſe; 
Sleep is thy Gift, that ſweet Relief 
From tirefome Toit and waſting Grief 


18 How ſtrange thy Works! how great thy 
And ev Wy, and ly Riches fill; [Skill ! 
Thy W. ſdom Jie the World we ſee, 

This — Earth is full of THEE. 
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19 Nor leſs thy Glories in the Deep, 2 
Where Fiſh in Millions twim and creep 
With wondrous Motions, ſwift or flow, 
Still wand'ring:in the Paths below. 


20 There Ships divide their wat'ry Way, 2 
And Flocks of ſcaly Monfters play ; 
There dwells the huge Lepiathan, 

And foams and ſports in ſpite of Man. 


—— 5 3 OTA , 


21 VAS T are thy Works, Almighty Los ! 
All Nature reſts upon thy Word, 
And the whole Race of Creatures ſtands, 
Waiting their Portion from thy Hands. 
22 While each receiyes his diff rent Food, — 


: 


— 


. » Their cheerful, Looks pronounce is good 
Eagles and Bears, and Whales and Worms, 
. Rejoice, and praile in diff rent Forms. 


23 But when thy Face is hid, they mourn, 
And dying, to their Duſt return; 
Bath Man and Beaſt their Souls reſign; 
Life, Breath, and Spirit, all are Thine. 


24 Vet Thou canſt breathe on Duſt again, 
And fill the World with Beaſts and Men; 
A Word of thy creating Breath _ 
Repairs the Waſtes of Time and Death. 


- o 


25. His Works, the Wonders of his Might, 

Are honour'd, with his own Delight; 

Ho awful are his lorious Ways FE, 
The Long is dreadful in his Praiſe, 


3 


et OE OO 
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26 The Earth ſtands trembling at thy Stroke; 

And at thy Touch the Mountains ſmoke; 
Tet humble Souls may ſee thy Face, 

And tell their Wants to fov'reign Grace. 


27 In Thee my Hopes and Wifhes meet, 
And make my Meditations ſweet; 
Thy Praiſes ſhall my Breath employ, 
Till it expires in endleſs Joy. 


28 While haughty Sinners die accurſt, 
Their Glory bury'd with their Duſt, 
I to my God, my heav'nly Kix oo, 
Immortal Hallelujabs ling. | ; 


PSALM CV. 


1 F\RENDER Thanks, and bleſs the 
\_#Z .Invoke his facred Name: [Lonkp, 
Acquaint the Nations with his Deeds, 

is Matchlefs Deeds proclaim. 


2 Sing to His Praiſe in lofty Hymns, 
His wondrous Works rehearſe; 
Make them' the Theme of your Diſcourſe, 
The Subject of your Verſe. ** 
3 Rejoice in his Almighty Name, 
Alone to be ador'd;.. ' © 
And let their Hearts o*erflow with Joy 
Who humbly ſeek the Lond. 


n te oj u. e den 
Devoutly tilt implore ;* Q fire 


And where He's ever preſent, ſeek 


His Face for evermore. 
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5 O let the Works his Hands have wrought | 
_ Your Admiration move; 
Think on the Judgments of his Mouth, 
And Wonders of his Love. 


6 His Cov'nant, which He kept in Mind 
For num'rous Ages paſt, 
To num'rous Ages yet behind 


In equal Force ſhall laſt. I 
PART II. 
7 GOD ſware to Abr ham and his Seed, 
And made the Bleſſings ſure ; T 


Gentiles the ancient Promiſe read, 


And find his Truth endure. 
8 * Thy Seed ſhall make all Nations bleſt, | 
(pas the Lee „ 1 
« And Canaan's Land ſhall be their Reſt, 
« The Type of heav'nly Joys.” 


| 9 How large the Grant! Howrich the Grace, 


To give them Canaan's Land, * 
When they were Strangers in the Place, 
A little feeble Bang. 
10 Like Pilgrims through the Countries round, 2 
Securely oy remoy'd ;,- . | * 
And haygn Kings that on them frown'd, 
Severely He reproy- cd. 
11, Touch mine Anointed, and my Arm by 


4 Shall ſoon revenge the Wrong; 
« The Man. that does my Prophets Harm, 
Shall know their God is ſtrong,” 


ht 


17 Thus guarded by ch- Almighty Hand, 
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12 Then let the World forbear its Rage, 
Nor put the Church in Fear | 
Iſrael mult live through ev'ry Age, 
And be th' Almighty's Care. 


Z£& 3. 


13 THUS were the Tribes from Bondage 
And left the hated Ground; [ brought, 
Each ſome Egyptian Spoils had got, 
And not One feeble found. 


14 The:Lorp himſelf choſe out their Way, 
And mark'd their Journeys right ; 
Gave them a leading Cloud by Day, 
A fiery Guide by Night. 


15 They thirſt; and Waters from the Rock 
In rich Abundance flow; ,. 
And following ſtill the Courſe they took, 
Ran all the Deſert through. 


16 O wondrous Stream! O bleſſed Type 
Of ever- flowing Grace SH 
So CRHRISH our Rock maintains our Life 
Through all this Wilderneſs. 


L 


The choſen I ribes poſſe 
Canaan the rich, the promis'd Land, 
And there enjoy'd their Reſt. 


18 Then let the World forbear its Rage, 
The Church renounce her Fear; 
Vrael muſt live through ev'ry Age, 
And be th* Almighty's Care. 
2 
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PS ALM CVI. Metres. 


RENDER Thanks to. Gop above, 
The Fountain of eternal Love, 
Whoſe Mercy firm through Ages paſt 
Has ſtood, and ſhall for ever laſt. 


2 Who can his mighty Deeds * 
"Not only vaſt, but numberleſs ? 
What mortal Eloquence can raiſe 
His Tribute of immortal Praiſe ? 


3 Happy are they, and only they, 
o from thy Judgments never 07 
Who know what's right, not only ſo, 
But always practiſe what they know. 


4 Extend to me that F. avour, Lok p, 
Thou to thy Choſen Yoſt afford; | 
When Thou return'ſt to ſet them on, 
Let thy Salvation viit me. | 


5 8 may I worth , prove to ſee 
Capt in full Proſperity ! 
Thi I the joyful Choir may join, 
And count thy People's Triumph mine. 


PSALM CVI. Metre ii. 


ETS of Joy to Gop PET, 

; Whoſe Love no Limit knows nor 

But O, what Tongue in equal Lay End; 
His Acts can ſpeak, his Praiſe diſplay! 
Thrice happy who with ſteadfaſt Will 

re Law fulfil!“ 


2 O grant me, with thy Flock, to prove 
The NT. r of thy redeeming Love; 
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And while thy Mercy on our Heads 
The Fulneſs of its Bleſſing ſheds, 
With them th' 1 to ſing 
To Thee, my Saviou and my KING. 


3 Too faithful Followers of our Sires, 
Our Life with theirs, great Gon, conſpires 
Thy. Wrath on this our Realm to call, 
And teach thy Terrors hete to fall; 
Where ſoon Oblivion can efface 


Each Act of thy ſtupendous Grace. 


4 Yet, ſtill our FATHEx, ſtill our Fare, 
To TfratÞs Voice, great God, attend; 
That Sion with delighted Ear 
The hallow'd Strains again my hear: 
Thy Name the Subject of each Sb 
Thy Praiſe the Boaft of ev'ry' Tongae. 


5 O, thankful, hail th Almi ghty Lon p, 
The Go, b. y Jacob's Sons ador'd ; 
To Hinathrough [endleſs Ages raiſe 
One Song of oft-repeated Praiſe ; 
And let conſenting Nations join 
To bleſs, with us, the Name divine, 
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1 5 God above from All below 
Let Hymns of Praiſe aſcend; 
Whoſe Bleffngs unexhauſted flow, 
Whoſe Mercy knows no End. 


2 But chief by thoſe his Name be pleſt, 
To whom his Aid He gave; © 
Beheld them by the Foe oppreſs'd, 
And. reach!d his A to . 
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3 To Eaſt, to Weſt, to South, to North, 


Condemn'd awhile: to roam; 
His Hand in Pity. brought them forth, 
And call'd the Wand'rers home. 


4 Behold them o'er the Deſert ſtray, 
A helpleſs, hopeleſs Train: 
Same» City where their Steps to ſtay | 
They ſeek, but ſeek in vain. : 


s Ah! what. ſhall cheer their fainting Mind, . 
Or what their Woes afſuage, _ 
To Thirſt's afflictive Pain conſign'd, 
Or Famine's fierceſt Rage? 


6 Ding to Gon. they make their Pray'r: : T 
vides, ſecures their Feet; N 
And, ſafe oe in his protecting Care, 
They reach their deftin'd _ | _— 


70 then chat All would bleſs his Name, | j . 
Whoſe Mercy thus they prove, ö 


And, pleas'd, from Age to Age proclaim 
The Wonders of -his Ln. > 2 | 


PART x "al 


8 WHO o'er tho FERN from Shore to Shore 14 
The Gifts of Commerce bear, 
The Wonders of the Deep explore, 

And own that Gop is there. 


9 * theſe his Works are ſeen z his Ways 16 
theſe are underſtood ; 
* peaks the Word; the Storm n obeys, 
And riſing ne Flood. 


s 
. 
7 
1 
1 
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10 Now high as Heav'n the Bark aſcends, 
Now ſeeks the Depth below: 


. Each Heart beneath the Terror bends, 
f And melts with inward Woe. 
q 11 As gorg'd with Wine, in wild Amaze 


They reel from Side to Side: 
Nor * ſurvives, their Souls to raiſe, 
Nor Reaſon wakes to guide. 


12 Diſtreſt, to Gop they make their Pray'r, 
d, Obedient to his Will. 
The Storms that rag'd, their Rage forbear, 
The Seas that roar'd, are ſtill. 
13 Toy now revives each anxious Mind; 
: 57 J The ſee their Labour oer; 
Then, fed by Him, their Haven find, 
And touch the wiſh'd-for Shore. 
14 O then that All would bleſs his Name, 
Whofe Mercy thus they prove; 
And, pleas'd, from Age to Age proclaim 
The Wonders of his Love. 


PART UI. 


* N 21 Meß | 4} 
15 GOD ſpeaks; and lo, a burnin 


| | ung Waſte, | 
Where roll'd the Floods before; 
And, touch'd by the deſcending Blaſt, 
'The Springs are ſeen no more. 
16 Sad Witneſs of ſome dire Offence, . 
'S Behold the fertile Soil "IM LIEN 
| No more its wonted Gifts diſpefiſe, 
But mock the 3 25 


. 
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17 He bids; and oer the Deſert wide 
The liquid Lake. is ſpread: | 
New Springs the thirſty Earth divide, 
And murm' ring lift the Head. 


rr 


19. Anon, if, ſunk with heavieſt Woe, ; 

' They feel Oppreſſion's Pow'r ; , » 

. ,Theugh civil Rage, or conqu'ring. Foe 
e boaſted Seng devour $, 


20 His:Hand affords the wiſh'd Releaſe, . 
Collects their, ſeatter'd,;T rain ; . 
And bids them like the:Flocks increaſe 
That fill the verdant Plain. 


21 His Works attentive while.itſees,.. 
The Heav'n-inſtructed. Mind. 
Shall own how equal his: Decrees, f 

His Providence how kind. W x 


PSA L M CVIII. Metre i. 


1 OD, my Heart is fully bent b 

T's. magnify_thy, Name; 2 

My Tongue, with cheerful Songs of Praiſe, 

Sal celebrate thy Fame. 
2 Awake, my. Lute, nor thou, my Harp, 
Thy*warbling Notes delay; . 

While I, with earl) Hymis of Joy, | 
Prevent the. diwning, Pay. ane 


> ve i > 2x 1 4-4 KA 
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3 To all the liſt'ning Tribes, O Lokp, 
Thy Wonders L will tell, 

And to thoſe Nations ſing thy Praiſe 
That round about us dwell. 


4 Becauſe thy Mercy's boundleſs Height 
The higheſt Heav'n tranſcends; 
And far beyond th' aſpiring Clouds 
Thy Fafthfülhefs extends. 
5 Be Thou, O Gon, exalted high 
Above the ſtarry Frame; 
And'let the World, with one Conſent, 
Confeſs thy glorious Name. 


6 That all thy choſen People Thee 
Their Saviouk may, declare, 

Let thy Right- Hand protect me ſtill, 
And anſwer Thou my Pray'r. 


PSALM CvIII. Metre ii. 


Its thankful Tribute to preſent; 
And, with my Heart, my Voice I'll raiſe 
To Thee, my Gop, in Songs of Praiſe. 


2 Awake my Glory, — Harp and Lute, 
No longer let your Strings be mute; 
And I, my tuneful Part to take, 

Will wich the early Dawn awake. 


To all the liſt ning Nations round; 
Thy Mercy higheſt Heay'n tranſcends, 
Thy Truth beyond the Clouds extends. 
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1 God, my Heart is fix'd, is bent, 


3 Thy Praiſes, Lon p, 1 will reſound pj 
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4 Be Thou, O Gop, exalted high, | L 
we as thy Glory fills the Sky 

So let it be on Earth diſplay d, | 
TIF Thou art here as there 2 tn 


p 8 AL NI cuil. Metre iii. 


I Y Heart, bleſt SAVIOUR, i is reſign'd, : 
And fix'd to ev'ry Point en 
By thy divine Decree; 
I'll praiſe Thee with my Lips, the beſt 
Of al my Members, for they' re bleſt 
In magnifying Thee. 2 


2 Awake, and be thy Strains renew'd, 
Thou Glory of my Gratitude, 
Awake, my Harp, and play, — 


Awake, my —— ſhall FAſe, 3 
As ſoon as theſe uplifted E 
Can catch a Glance of Day. 
3 O Lonp, with thankful Voice and Hand, 4 


Among the Natives of the Land, 
Thy Mercies I'll proclaim; 

To Strangers I will ſing thy Worth, 

And make m my Progreſs . the Earth, 3 
To magnity thy Name. 8 


4 Lo! to the Clouds thy Truch ende ; 
Thy Mercy Heav'n's vaſt Height tranſcends, 
From whence thy Glories flow : ._ 
Shine forth, O Gop, with cJoudleſs Ray, 5 
And wondrous Acts of Grace. diſplay . | 
Throughout the World below. 
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5 The Juſt, bleſt Objects of thy Love, 


Defend propitious from above, 
And hear thy Suppliant's Voice :— | 
Since Thou haſt ſworn in Holineſs, 
I'll plead thy Promiſe, truſt thy Grace, 
And evermore rejoice. 


PSALM CIX. 


„ OD of my M d 
y Mercy and my Praiſe 
'G 'Thy Glory is my Song ; T 
Though — peak againſt thy Grace 
With a blaſpheming T ongue. 


2 When in the Form of mortal Man 
Thy Sow on Earth was found, 
With cruel Slanders, falſe and vain, 
They compaſs'd Him around. 


3 Their Mis'ries his Compaſſion move, 
Their Peace He ſtill purſu'd; 
They render Hatred for his Love, 
And Evil for his Good. 


4 Their Malice rag'd without a Cauſe; 
Yet, with his dying Breath, 
He pray'd for Murd'rers on bis Croſs, 
And bleſs'd his Foes in Death. 


5 Lok, ſhall thy bright Example ſhine 
In vain before my Eyes ?- 
Give me a Soul akin to Thine, 
2 To love mine Enemies. 


6 The Loxp ſhall on my Side engage, 
And in my SAviour's Name AX 
J ſhall defeat their Pride and Rage, 
Who ſlander and -—- 
3 
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PSALM CX. Mletre i. 


ES U'S, our. Lokp, aſcend thy Throne, 
And-ncar:the FA THER, fit; 
In Zion ſhall thy Pow'r.be known, 
And make thy. Foes ſubmit. 


2 What Wonder ſhall thy;Goſpel do! 
Thy Converts ſhall ſurpaſs 

The num'rous Drops of Mornine-Dew, 
And own thy ſov'reign. Grace, 


3 Gop hath pronounc'd a firm Decree, 
Nor changes what He ſwore ; - 


« Eternal ſhall thy Prieſthood be, 
« When Aaron is no more. 


4 © Melchiſedec, that wondrous Prizft, 
« That King of high Degree, 

« That boly-Man.who Abr <4 bleſt, 
« Was but 8 of Thee.“ 


5 JEsus our PRIEST for ever lives 
To plead for us above; 
Tesus our KING for ever gives 


The Bleſſings of his Love. 


6 Gop ſhall exalt his glorious Head, 
And his, high Throne maintain; 
Shall ſtrike the Powers dl, Princes dead, 


Who dare oppoſe his Reign. 
PS ALM CX. Metre ii. 


HUS the eternal FAr HER ſpake 
To CHRIST the Sox, *:Afcendi/and fit 
« At my Right-Hand, till'T thall. make 
« Thy Foes ſubmiſſive at thy:Feet. 


7 
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2 From Zion ſhall thy Word proceed; 
Thy Word, the Sceptre in thy Hand, 
« Shall-matke the- Hearts of Rebels bleed, 
« Ard-bow their Wills to- thy Command, 


:3-<"Fhat Day hall ſhew thy Pow'r' is great, 
«When Saints ſhall flock with willing Minds, 
“And Sinners crowd thy 'Temple-Gate, 
« Where Holineſs in Beauty fhines.“ 

4 O dleſſed Pow'r! O glorious Day 
What a large Vict'ry fhall enſue | 
And Converts ho thy Grace obey 
Exceed the Drops 6f Morning-Dew. 


PART :M.. 


5 THUS the great Loxp of Earth and Sea 
Spake to his Sox, and thus He ſwore; 
« Eternal! ſnhall thy Prieſthood be, 
And. change from Hand to Hand no more. 


6 * Haron and all his Sons muſt die, 
«But everlaſting Life is Thine, 
« To fave for ever thoſe that fy 
For Refuge from the Wrath divine. 
7 * Ry Me, Mel biſedec as made 
On Earth a King and Prieſt at once; 
«© Andi Fhoumybeav'nly PRIESS ſhalt plead; 
And Thou, my K IN, ſhaltrule my Sons.“ 


8 Jxsus- the Prieſt aſcends his Fhrone, 
While Counſels of eternal Peace, þ 
Between the FATHER: and the: Som, 
Preceed with . 1-448 and Succeſs. 

K 4 
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9 Through the whole Earth his Reign ſhall 1 2 ] 
Anderuſh the Pow'rs that dare rebel:{ſpread, |} 
Then ſhall He judge the riſing Dead, | a 
And ſend the guilty World to Hell. | 

10 Though while He treads his glorious Way, 3 | 
He drinks the Cup of Tears and Blood, | 
The Suff rings of that dreadful Day F 

Shall but advance Him near to Gop. 
PS ALM CX. Metre iii, 4 \ 

I HE Loxrp unto my Los, thus ſpake 
S: Till I thy Foes hy Foot- Stool make, I 

Sit Thou in State at my Right-Hand ; | 
Supreme in Sion Thou ſhalt be, TS cf 
And all thy proud Oppolers ſee 

dubjected to thy juſt Command. 5 


2 Thee, in thy Pow'r's triumphant Day, 
The willing Nations ſhall obey, wy 6 7 
And when thy riſing Beams they view, 
Shall all (redeem'd from Error's Night) / 
Appear as numberleſs and bright "0 
As Cryſtal Drops of Morning-Dew. 


The Loxp hath ſworn, nor ſworn in-yain, 
That, like Melchiſedec's, thy Reign 


And Prieſthood ſhall no Period know; 7 
No proud Competitor ſhall ſit | 
At thy Right-Hand—but Pow'rs ſubmit; 
And Thrones before thy Foot-Stool bow. 
PSALM CXI. Metre i. 8 0 
I 80 NGS of immortal Praiſe belong 
To my Almighty Gop; ol 4 
He has'my Heart and He my Tongue, - 


To ſpread his Name. abroad. 
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1 2 How great the Works his Hand has 
How glorious in our Sight! [wrought! 
And Men in ev'ry Age have ſought 


His Wonders with Delight. 


„I 3 How moſt exact is Nature's Frame 
| How wiſe th' Eternal Mind! 
His Counſels never change the Scheme 
That his firſt Thoughts deſign'd. 


4 When He redeem'd his choſen Sons, 
He fix'd his Cov'nant ſure : 


The Orders that his Lips pronounce, 
To endleſs Years endure. - | 


5 Nature and Time, and Earth and Skies, 
Thy heav'nly Skill proclaim ; 
What ſhall we do to make us wiſe, 
But learn to read thy Name? 


6 To fear thy Pow'r, to truſt thy Grace, 
Is our divineſt Skill; | 
And he's the wiſeſt of our Race 
Who beſt obeys thy Will. 


PART II. 


GREAT is the Loxp, his Works of Might 
Demand our nobleſt Songs; 
Let'his aſſembled Saints unite 
Their Harmony of Tongues. 


8 Great is the Mercy of the Loxp, 
He gives his Children Food; 
And ever mindful of his Word, 
He makes ws Promiſe good. 
5 1 
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9 His Sax, the great REDREMER, came 6 
To ſeal his Cov'nant fure : 
a .rey*rend is his Name, | 
is Ways are juſt and pure. 


10 3 would grow divinely wiſe, 
uſt with his Fear begin; 


Qur faireſt Proof of Knowledge lies 
In hating ev ry Sin. | 


PSALM CXI. Metre ii. 


Soul, with ſacred Zeal inſpir'd, 
Shall wake to 'Gop the thankful 
In ſecret with his Saints retir d, [ Strain, | 
And *midft fair Sian's crowded. Fane. 2 


2 Great are his Works: with ſtudious Aim 
Each faithful Heart thoſe Works has trac'd ; 
His Acts ſhall higheſt aner Sie, 

His Wee far ever laſt 


3 His Wonders to the ORs? Senſe | | 
In ſweet Memorial ſtand confeſt: 13 "1 
For boundleſs Grace his Hands diſpenſe, 
And tend'reſt Pity warms his Breaſt. 


4 His Love, the Souls . ally'd,” 28 
With Food of heay'nly Growth has fre, 
Nor ſuffers — his 3 — — ſlide. 
The Promiſe to his People a 1 


5 Salvation from aur Gon deſcends ; 
His Faith ſhall Hraelis Bliſs enſure : Sh 2 
Majeſtic Awe his Name atteuds, . 8 
And Sanctity from Hlemiſh pure. | 


7 


6 His Fear th'-obedient_ Heart reſines, 
And Wiſdom's Path to View diſplays: 
| In brighteſt Beams array d. ĩt ſhin 
| And prompts,cach Tongue to endſeſs Praiſe, 
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I HAT Man is bleſt who ſtands in Awe 
Of God, and loves his ſacred' Law: 
His Seed on Earth ſhall be renown'd ; 
His Houſe, the Seat of Wealth, ſhall be 
An unexhauſted Treaſury, | 
And with ſucceſſive Honours crown'd. 


2 His lib'ral Favours he extends, 
To ſome he gives,.to others lends ; 
A-gen'rqus-Pity:fills his Mind 
Yet what his Charity impairs, 
He ſaves by Prudence in Affairs, 
And thus he's juſt to all Mankind. 


| 3 His Hands, while they his Alms beſtow'd, 


| His Glory's future Harveſt ſow'd ;— 


The ſweet Remembrance of the Juſt, 
Like a green Root, revives and bears 
A Train of Bleffings for his "Heirs, +: - 
When dying Nature fleeps in Duſt. 


4 Beſet with threat'ning Dangers,raund, 
Unmoy*d'the Juſt maintains his Ground, 
His Conſcience holds his Courage up: 
The Soul that's fill'd with Virtue's Light, 
Shines brighteſt in Affliction's Night, 
And ſees in Darkneſs Beams of Hope. 
K 6 
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5 III Tidings never can ſurpriſe 
His Heart, that fix'd on Gop relies, 
Though Waves and Tempeſts roar around: 
Safe on the Rock he ſits and ſees 
The ſhipwreck of his Enemies, 
And all their Hope and Glory drown'd. 


6 The Wicked ſhall his Triumph ſee, 
And gnaſh their Teeth in Agony, 
To find their Expectations croſt: 


They and their Envy, Pride, and Spite, l 
Sink down to everlaſting Night, | 

And all their Names in Darkneſs loſt. 

PS ALM CXIII. Metre i. 4 


I E Saints and Servants of the Lox, 
The Triumphs of his Name record, 
His ſacred. Name for ever bleſs: 
Where'er the circling Sun diſplays - - 
His riſing Beams, or ſetting Rays, 3 
Due Praiſe to his great Name addreſs. 


2 Gop through the World extends his. Sway, 
The Regions of eternal Day | 
But Shadows of his Glory are: 4 
With Him whoſe. Majeſty excels, G 
Who made the Heav'n in which He dwells, | 
Let no created Pow'r compare. 


3 Though 'tis beneath his State to view 
In higheſt Heav'n what Angels do, : 
Vet He to Earth vouchſafes his Care: 1 
He takes the Needy from his Cell, 
Advancing him in Courts to dwell, 
Companion to the greateſt there. 
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4 When childleſs Families deſpair, 
He ſends the Blefling of an Heir, 

To reſcue their expiring Name: 
The Mother, with a thankful Voice, 
Proclaims his Praiſes and her Las — 

Let ev'ry Age advance his Fame. 


PSALM CxIII. M.etre ii. | 


I E Servants: of th* Almighty KIN , 
In ev'ry Age his Praiſes ſing; 
Where'er the Sun ſhall riſe or ſet, : '- 
The Nations ſhall his Praiſe repeat. 


2 Above the Earth, beyond the Sky, 
Stands his high Throne of Majeſty; 
Nor Time, nor Place his Pow'r reſtrain, 
Nor bound his univerſal Reigggg. 


Behold his Love: He ſtoops to view 
What Saints above and Angels doz 
And condeſcends yet more to know 
The mean Affairs of Men below. 


4 From Duſt and Cottages obſcure 
His Grace exalts the humble Poor; 


Gives them the Honour of his Sons, 
And fits them for their heav'nly Thrones, 


1 XK THEN Jacob's Sons, thro? Paths un- 


From Loreto ter W. ay, [known, 
In Judab's Tribe his Preſence ſhone, ; | 
And Trad own'd his Sway. ,.-| _  -* 
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2 Old Ocean ſaw them, as they came; 
He ſaw, and bagkward god: 


Recoiligg Jordan turn'd his Stream, 
And: ſought his -Fountain-Head. 


3 The Mountains feel the ſudden Shock ; 
As Rams, from off the Ground © 
They ſpring:—As Y ounglings of the Flock, 
he Hills affrighted bound. 


4 Thou.Ocean, ſay, why, as they came, 
Thy Billows back ward fled 
And what, O Jordan, ur d thy Stream 
To ſeek its Fountain-Head? 


5 Ve Mountains, whenee the ſudden Shock? 
Why leap ye from the Ground | 
As Rams ?-—As Younglings of the F lock, 
Say why, O Hills, ye bound? 


6 Earth tremble on well: may ſt Thouffear 
Thy Maker's Face to ſee; 
When Jacob's awful Gon draws near, 
"Tis Fame dor Earth to flee. 


7 That God, beneath whoſe: potent Stroke 

The Flint a Torrent gave; : 

Who ſpake and rom the yielding Rock 
Gufh'd-farth the bidden Ware. 


P: SAL M CXAIV. Metre ii. 
[Hand, 

EN Tract, freed from Pharaoh's 

Left the proud Tyrant and his E 

The Fribes with cheerful Homage ow 

Their KI xo, and Judab was his T Mane. 


2 Acroſs the Deep: their :Journey lay 
The: Deep divides to make them Way: 
ordan behald their March, and fled, 
With backward Current, to rhis Head. 


3 The Mountains ſhook like frighted Sheep, 
Like Lambs che little Hillocks leap; 
Not Sinai onther Baſe could ſtand, 
Conſcious of ſov reign Pow ir at hand. 


4 What: Paw'r could make the Deep divide? 


Make ordan backward: rollt his Lide? 
Why did ꝓe leap, ye little Hills? 
And whence the Fright that Sinai feels? 


5 Let. evi ry Mountain, ev'ry Flood, 


Retire, and know 4h* approaghing : Gap, | 


The King of Iſrael See Him here 
T remble, thou Earth, adore and fear. 


6 He thundets, and all Nature mourns, 
The Rock, to ſtanding Pools He turns: 
Flints ſpring avith Fountains at his Word, 
And Fires ànd Seas, canfeſs the Lonn. 


PSALM CXV. 


7 OT to ourſelves, ho are but Puſt, 
Not to ourſelves is Glory due, 

Eternal Gop, "Thou only Juſt, | 

Thou only Graeious, Wiſe, and True. 


2 Shine forth in 2 th 3 OT U 7 
Why ſhould a $ Tongue 
Inſult us, and, to raiſe our Shame, lang? 
Say, „Where's the Gen you've ſerwd ſo 
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The Gop we ſerve maintains his Throne 
Above the Clouds, beyond the Skies ; 
Through all the Earth his Will is done, 
He knows our Groans, He hears our Cries. 


4 But the vain Idols they adore 
Are ſenſeleſs Shapes of Stone and Wood ; 3 
At beſt a Maſs of glitt'ring Ore, 
A filver Saznt, or golden God. 


5 With Eyes and Ears, they carve their Head; 
Deaf are their Ears, their Eyes are blind ; 


In vain are coſtly Off rings made, 
And Vows are ſcatter'd in the Wind. 


6 Their Feet were never made'to move, 
Nor Hands to ſave when Mortals pray; 
Mortals that pay them Fear or Love, 
Seem to be blind and deaf as they. 


7 O Iſrael, make the Lord thy Hope, 
Thy Help, thy Refuge, and thy Reſt; 
The Lox ſhall build thy Ruins up, 
And bleſs the People and the Prieſt. 


8 The Dead no more can ſpeak thy Praiſe, 
They dwell in Silence and the — ; 
But we ſhall live to ſing thy Grace, 
And tell the World thy Pow r to ave. : 


Sy I. M cxvl. Metre i. 


1 1 LOVE the Lonxp: He heard my Cries, 
And pity'd ev'ry Groan ; vg 
Long as I live, when Troubles riſe, 
0 TI haſten to his Throne. * 


f 
| 
; 


6 | 
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2 I love the Lon: He bow'd his Rats 


| 
| While I have Breath to pray | 


CI 


b , 2 * 


3 My Fleſh declin'd, my Spirits fell, 
And I drew near the Dead: _ 
While inward Pangs and Fears of Hell 
Perplex'd my wakeful Head. 


4 My Gon, I cry'd, thy Servant fave, 
= Thou ever Good and Juſt ; 
« Thy Pow'r can reſcue from the Grave ; ; 
Thy Pow'r is all my Truſt.“ 


5 The Lord beheld me ſore diſtreſt ; 
He, hids my Pains remove: 
Return, my Soul, to Gop thy Reſt, 
For chou haſt known his Love. 


6 My God hath ſav'd my Soul from Death, 
And dry'd my falling Tears | 
Now to-his Praiſe Pl hend my Rong, f 
And my Teal Vears. | 


PART. II. 


7 WHAT ſha] Lren er 8 Goo, 7 
For all thy indneſe o. n? 
My Feet ſhall viſit thine Abode, 
My Songs addreſs thy Throne. 


8 Among the Saints that fill thine Houſe, 
y Off rings ſhall be paid; 
There ſhall my Zen erden the Vors. 
My Soul in Anguiſh made. 
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9 How-much is, Nerey du Pehgbt, 
Thou ever-bleſſed Gop ! . 


How dear thy Servants in thy Sigh!” 
How precious is their Blood | 


10 Howchappy all thy Servants are! 
How great thy Grace to me 
My" Life, which Thu haſt made thy Care, 
oRD,"I devote to Thee. | 


11 Now I am Thine, hr ever Thine, 
Nor ſhall-m e-move z 
Thy Hand 2 Bands of Pain, 
And bound me with thy Love. 


12 Here in thy Courts: leave my'V ow, 
And thy rich Graee record; 
Witneſs, 5 Saints, who hear me , 
If I forſake the LoRD. 


® Y A 12 af CXVI. Metre ii. FBreaſt, 


ows with grateful Love my 
3 ror Bos the Voice of wy Requeſt 
Accepts,—and, while my Hands I rear, 
Bows to my Plaint-his- Willing Ear; 
For this, to Life's extremeſt Hour, 
My Lips to Him their Praiſe ſhall pour: 


2 His Mereies, midſt thy deepeſt Woe, 
By bleſt*Expetience taught to know 
Tn turn thee to thy Reſt, my Soul; 
For He who ſits above the Pole 
* Tremendous, Name I) has ofer thy. Head 
he Fulneſs of his Bounty, ſhed. 


re, 
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3 To Gop my. Heart reſignꝭd its Care; 
Lo Him my Tongue addreſs:d its Pray'r.; 
While ſtrugk with Horrors us I , 
,A $ga, of Sorxows-raund me flow'd ; 
"6 No more, my Soul, no. more, I: .cry'd, 
« In Man's fal acious Aid confide,” 


4 O;what Requital:at- A —. 
Shall Mercies, Lok p, like thine demand? 
By Fhee, from each: Piſtreſs-enlarg'd, 
The Cup with, Benediction cha 
I take, —and, touch'd with harp 
Invoke my, great Dz11v'zza's Name. 


PS ALM OXVI. Metre iii. | 


z O.VE the Log D; his-gracious Ear 
Inclinꝭd to my. diſtreſsfyl;Pray'r, ; 

He heard my ſupplicatin Ge Voice, 

And bade my * eart rejoice. 


2 .For this; when future:Sorraws;rife, * 
To Him, 11]. breathe my humble. Cries; 
For, this, thro'-all.my:future Days, 


Adore his Name and ſing his Praiſe... 


3 For ever graeious is the Lob, 


For ever faithful to his Word z 4 
By bleſt Experience now I prove 1 50 
His Mercy, his unchanging! Leve. 


4 Return my Soul, "and; ſweetly elt 
On thy Almighty FATHER'S Breaſt 
The:Bounties, of his Grace adore, 
And count his wondrous Mercies o'er. 
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14611 cl PaſfiR T]he: 
5 NOW will I walk before the Loxp, 
A living Witneſs to his Word; 
With Faith and Pray'r I ſought his Face, 
My Griefs were great, and great his Grace. 


6 No meaner Help, no mortal Art, 
Could eaſe the Anguiſh of my Heart ; 
My haſty Tongue, in raſh Replies, 
Pronounc'd the Words of Men but Lies. 


7 What ſhall I render to the Loyd? 
Or No his wondrous Grace record ? 
To Him my grateful Voice Il! raiſe, 
And change my Sighs for Songs of Praiſe. 


8 The crowded Courts ſhall ſee me pay 
The Vows of my diſtreſsful Day: 

In Life and Death the Saints ſhall find 
Their Guardian-Gop for ever kind. 
r . 

9 THY Servant, Lox, is wholly Thine, 
By Nature's Ties, and Bonds divine ; 
From deep Diſtreſs and Sorrow free, 
Anew T-give' myſelf to Thee. | 


10 To Thee with Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
My Invocations I will raiſe ; 
To Thee my Vows ſhall-warm aſcend, 
While Crowds with Joy thy Houſe attend. 


11 O Sion, in thy ſacred Courts, 

Where Glory dwells and Joy reſorts, 

To Notes divine PII tune the Song, 

And Praiſe ſhall flow from ev'ry Tongue. 


* 


a 
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1 Name, Almi hty Lorp;- 

Shall ſound through diſtant Lands : 

Great is thy Grace, and ſure thy Word; 5 
Thy Truth for ever ſtands. 


2 Far be thine. Honour ſpread, 7 
And long thy Praiſe endure, 
Till Morning Light and Ew ning-8 ve 4 
Shall be exchang 4 no' mote.” 


P SAL M CxvII. Mare 7 


geh e oy 


RAISE the * D, with hallow'd M irth, 
Ev'ry Nation, Pribe, and T e 
Chriſtians, militant on Eart, 
Let your S viovR's Praiſe be foe 33 


2 See his Mercy o'er our Land 9 
Spread its evet-healing Wing; 
And his Truth through. * ſtand; 
Praiſe, O form. ty _—_ KG. 


P S A 15 M CXVIL.. Metre dd. 


I F ROM All that, dwell below: the My 
Let the CREATOR” s Praiſe ariſe ; 
Let the REDEEMER' 5 Name be ſung 
"Through ev 17 Land, by ev'ry Tongue. 


2 Eternal are thy Mercies, -LomD ;: - * 
e I ruth — thy Word; 

hy Praiſe ſhall ſound — Shore to "Shore, 

12 Suns ſhall riſe and ſet no more. 


k 84 ] 
PSALM CXVII. Metre iv, 
0 Gos let all the Nations raiſe © 
Their cheerful Voiee andy ſing his 
His Paare ant his Love are ſure; Praiſe: 

His. Tratt, for ever ſhall endure 3 - © 
His Kindneſs:to us we'll records. 
And will for ever praiſe the Lok p. 


PS ALM CXVIII. Metre i. 


EE what a, livin Stone 
The Buil Laer refuſe; 


Yet Gop hath 4% his Church 2 
In ſpite of enyious Jetos. 
2 By Scribe and d angry Prieſt 
ect thine on SoN'iz. * 
1 — Ziom reſt, 
As the chief Corner- Stone. 
3 The Work, O Lon is Thineg 
And wondrous. in our Eyes 
This Day declares. it all divine, 
This Day did IEsus riſe. 
4 This is the glorious Day 
That our REDEEMER made; 
Let us-refdice,, and ſing, and pray, 
Let all the Church be glad. _ 
5 Hannah to tie Kix 
Of Davit's royal Blood; 
Bleſs Him, ye Saints: He comes to bring 
Salvation from: your Gob. 


6 Me blevthine holy Word, 

Which all this Grace diſplays 3 
And offer on thine Altar, Lend, 
Our Savic of Pra. 
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P S. AL M GX VIII. Matreii- 


HE Lokp ap He now 
Nor is my al wt T 


Of what c Sbiie of Eartſi cam do; 1 
Since Heay'n affords its; Ad- 


2 'Tis ſafer, Loxn; to hope 1 in- Thee, 
And have my Gop my Friend, 
Than truſt in Met of high Degree, 


And om their Truth depend, om or 
3 Like Bees my Foc tferine round, 


Aularge Ind * beg 


But I 5 all their Tei, 
By thine Almighty: 


4 Tis through the Lon p my Heart i is ſtrong, 
I Him my: ee = * 101 Hd 11 
While his Salvation ĩs my 3 
How.cheerful is mp Voiook 


5 Like angry Bees they girt me round; ; 


When Gon appears they fly); 
So burning Thorns, with te Sound, 
Make a ſierce Blaue and dio. 


6 Joy to the Saints and Peace belongs; 


The Lox p protects their Days : 
Let Vrael tune immortal Songs 
To his Almighty-Grave:: 


PART II. 


„Lo, anbau back heaatahy Servant cry," 
And reſeutd fromthe Graves; 
 Naw-thallh& live: (and nens eam ve, 
If een 1 


RA 


l 
| 
© | 
| 
Fl 
1 
N 
4 
1 
| 
| 
| 


| 
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8 Thy Praiſe more conſtant than 772 


Shall fill his daily Breath 3 © {7}; 
'Thy Hand, that. hath chaſtis'd him fog, 
Defends. him ftill-from Dea. 


9 Open the Gates of Zion now, 
F or we ſhall worſhip there, 2 
The Houſe where all the ieee go. 
Thy, Mercy to declare. een 


10 Among th Aſſemblies of thy Saints 
Our thankful, Voice we raiſe; 
Thete we haye ts Thee our Complaints, 
And there we Jpeak th y hy Fraie. 12 


PART Wl. f 


11 BEHOLD hu — Foundation: er, 
Which Gop in Zion la ys, 
To build 6ur heav/nly Hopes upony 
And his eternal Praiſe 


12 Choſen of Gow, to Sinners „ | 
And Saints adore the Name; 
1 truſt their whole Salvation here, | 
Nor ſhall they ſuffer Shame. 


13 The fooliſh Builders, Scribe and Prich, 
Reject it with Diſdain; 
Yet on this Rock the Church mal teſt, 
And Envy rage in vain. 


14 What though the Gates of Hell wichſtood, 
Vet muſt; this Building riſe; 
*Tisithy own Work, Almighty Go, | 
And wondious in our 4 u 


15 


16 


17 


18 


19 


] 
1 
4 
/ 


| 


PSALM CXVIIIL. 237 


. 
15 THIS is the Day the Lorp hath made, 


He calls the Hours his own; 
Let Heav'n rejoice, let Earth be glad, 
And Praiſe ſurround the Throne. 


16 To-day He roſe and left the Dead, 
And Satan's Empire fell ; 
To- day the Saints his Triumph ſpread, 
And all his Wonders tell. 


17 Hoſanna to th' anointed KINO, 
To David's holy Sox 
Help us, O Lorxp! deſcend and bring 
Salvation from thy Throne. 


18 Bleſt be the LoRxD, who comes to Men 


With Meſſages of Grace: 
Who comes in Gop his Father's Name, 
To fave'our finful Race. 


19 Hoſanna in the higheſt Strains 
The Church on Earth can raiſe ! 
The higheſt Heav'ns, in which He reigns, 
Shall give Him nobler Praiſe. 


"PSALM CXVIIL Metre in. 


H IF T your Voice, and thankful ſing 
Praifes to your heav'nly KING; 

For his Mercies far extend, 
And his Bounty knows no End. 

Jfrael, thy CREA Ton bleſs, 

And with Joyful Tongue confeſs, 

That his Mercies far extend, 

And his Bounty knows no End, 


. 
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2 He my Strength, and Hs my Song, 
Lo! my Days I yet prolong, 

And each hoſtile F orce o'erthrown, 
Him my great Salvation own :- 
Shouts of Health; and Hymns of Praiſe, 
Wiſdom's faithful Follow' rs raiſe, — 
« O how ſtrong the Hand divine! 
« O what Wonders, Lok, are thine !“ 


3 Ope the Gates of Righteouſneſs, 
Let me, favour'd with Acces, 
Bleſs my great DELtv'RER's Name, 
And his boundleſs Love,proclaim ;— 
Thee the Gop inthron'd above, 
Thee my 1460 ſhall fing, whoſe Love 
To my Voice Attention gave, 
Swift to hear, and ſtrong to fave. 


4 See the SToxs, that, caſt aſide 
By the Builders erring Pride, 
In the Dome aſſumes its Place, 
Own'd the Angle's nobleſt Grace 
Thou the Work, great Gon, haſt wrought; 
In its Scenes our wond' ring Thought 

Joys thy Clemency to trace, 

Seal'd to Jacob's favour'd Race. 


5 Save, O ſave, eternal Lon p, p71 
Now thy. proſp'ring Aid afford; W 
Let thy fav'ring Beams atiſe oy 
To thy People's longing Eyes :— 


8 —— 
1 


Gy 
22282 26 


4 In 
„ 
L. 
V 


Lift your Voice, and thankful ſing | 3 G. 
Praiſes to your heav'nly KIN ; | 
For his Mercies far extend. . Ne 


And his Bounty knows no End. 


1 239 J 
PS ALM CXVIII. Metre iv. 


I O! what a glorious Corner-Stone 
The Jewißb Builders did refuſe ; 
But Gop hath built his Church thereon, 
In ſpite of Envy and the 7erws. 


2 Great Gop, the Work is all divine, 
The Joy and Wonder of our Eyes ; 
This is the Day that proves it Thine, 
The Day that ſaw our SA vIOUR riſe. 


3 Sinners rejoice, and Saints be glad ; 
Heſanna; let his Name be bleſt ; 
A thouſand Honours on his Head, 
With Peace, and Light, and Glory reſt, 


4 In Gop's own Name He comes to bring 
Salvation to our dying Race; 
Let the whole Church addreſs their King 
With Hearts of Joy, and Songs of Praiſc. 


PSALM CXIX. 


LEST are the Undefil'd in Heart, 
Whoſe Ways are right and clean ; 
Who never from thy Law depart, 
But fly from ev'ry Sin. 


2 Bleſt are the Men that keep thy W ord, 
And practiſe thy Commands; 
With their whole Fr 
And ſerve Thee with their Hands. 


3 Great is their Peace who love thy Law; ; 


How firm their Souls abide ! 
Nor can a bold Temptation draw. Ay 
Their ſteady Feet aſide. l 
n 


eart they ſeek the tbio, 
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4 Then ſha!l my Heart have inward Joy, 
And keep my Face from Shame, | 
When all thy Statutes I obey, 3 
And honour all thy Name. | 


5 But haughty Sinners God will hate, 
The Proud ſhall die accurſt; 
The Sons of Falſehood and Deceit 

Are trodden to the Duſt. 


6 Vile as the Droſs the Wicked are: 
And thoſe that leave thy Ways 
Shall ſee Salvation from afar, 
But never taſte thy Grace, 


1 


x T O Thee, before the dawning Light, ES 
My gracious Gon, I pray; 

I meditate thy Name by Night, 
And keep thy Law by Day. 


2 My Spirit faints to ſee thy Grace, 51 
Thy Promiſe bears me up; 

And while Salvation long delays, 

Thy Word ſupports my Hope. 


+ ON 


3 Seven Times a Day I lift my Hands, 
And pay my Thanks to Thee ; 
Thy righteous Providence demands 
Repeated Praiſe from me. | | 


4 When Midnight-Darkneſs veils the Skies, 

I call thy Works to Mind ; x 1 
My Thoughts in warm Devotion riſe, 

And ſweet Acceptance find, 


PART III. 
# x THOU art my Portion, O my Gop! 


Soon as I know thy Way, 
My Heart makes haſte t' obey thy Word, 


And ſuffers no Delay, 


2 I chooſe the Path of heav'nly Truth, 
And glory in my Choice; 
Not all the Riches of the Earth 
Could make me ſo rejoice. 


3 The Teſtimonies of thy Grace, 
I ſet before my Eyes: 
Thence I derive my daily Strength, 
And there my Comfort lies. 


If once I wander from thy Path, 

I think upon my Ways: | 

Then turn my 'Feet to thy Commands, 
And truſt thy pard'ning Grace. 


Now I am Thine, for ever Thine, 
O ſave thy Servant, Loxp ; 

Thou art my Shield, my Hiding-Place, 
My Hope is in thy Word. 


6 Thou haſt inclin'd this Heart of mine 
Thy Statutes to fulfil : 
And thus till mortal Life ſhall end 
Would I perform thy Will. 


PART IV. 


1x HOW ſhall the Young ſecure their Hearts, 
8 their Lives from Sin? 

Thy Word the choiceſt Rules imparts, 

To keep the Conſcience clean. 


L 3 
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2 When once it enters to the Mind, 
It fpreads ſuch Light abroad, 
The meaneſt Souls Inſtruction find, 
And raiſe their Thoughts to Gop. 


3 *Tis like the Sun, a heav*nly Light, 
That guides us all the Day; 
And through the Dangers of the Night, 
A Lamp to lead our Way, 


4 The ſtarry Heav'ns thy Rule obey ; 
The Earth maintains her Place, 
And theſe thy Servants Night and Day 
Thy Skill and Pow'r expreſs, 


5 But ftill thy Law and Goſpel, Lokp, 
Have Leſſons more divine: 


Not Earth ſtands firmer than thy Word, 


Nor Stars ſo nobly ſhine, 
6 Thy Word is everlaſting Truth, 
How pure is ev'ry Page 
That holy Book ſhall guide our Youth, 
And well ſupport our Age. | 


PART V. 


1 O HOW I love thy holy Law; | 
"Tis daily my Delight; 14 
And thence my Meditations: draw  ' 


Divine Adyice by Night, 


2 My waking Eyes prevent the Day, 


My Soul wich Len b 4 b. 4 
y Soul with Longing melts away - | 
To hear thy Goſpel, Lon - 
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3 How dath.thy Word my Heart engage 
How well employ my Tongue! 
And in my tireſome Pilgrimage 
Yields me a heav'nly Song. 


4 Am Ja Stranger, or at Home, 
Tis my perpetual Feaſt; 
Not Honey dropping from the Comb, 
So much allures the Taſte. 


5 No Treaſures ſo enolch the Mind ; 
Nor hall thy Word be fold 
For Loads of Silver well refin'd, 
Nor Heaps of choiceſt Gold. 


6 When Nature ſinks, and Spirits * 
Thy Promiſes of Grace 
Are Pillars to ſupport my Hope, 
And there I write thy Praiſe, 


PART VI. 


i L OR D, I eſteem thy Judgments right, 
And all thy Statutes juſt ; 
Thence I — a conſtant F ight 


With ev "ry flatt ring Luſt. 


"2 in. Precepts often I ſurvey. ; ff 
keep = Law in Sight, 


This: þ all the Buſineſs of the Day, 
To form my Actions right, 


M Heart i in Midnight-Silence cries; 
? 6 How ſweet OR YES be!“ 
My Thoughts in holy Wonder r 7. 7 
And bring their Thanks to Thee. 
L 4 
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4 And when my Spirit drinks hef Fil 
At ſome good Word of Thine, 
Not mighty Men that ſhare the Spoil 

Have Joys compar'd to mine, 


PART VII. 


1 I'VE ſeen an End of what we call 
Perfection here below; 
How ſhort the Pow'rs of Nature fall, 
And can no farther go. | 


2 Yet Men would fain be juſt with Gop, 
By Works their Hands have wrought; 
But thy Commands, exceeding broad, 
Extend to ev'ry Thought. 


3 In vain we boaſt Perfection here, 
While Sin defiles our Frame; 
And ſinks our Virtues down fo far, 
They ſcarce deſerve the Name. 


4 Our Faith, and Love, and ev 'ry Grace, 
Fall far below thy Word; 

But perfect Truth and Righteouſneſs 
Dwell only with the Lok p. x 


PART VIIL 


1 LORD, I have made thy Word my Choice, 
My laſting Heritage; 
There ſhall my nobleſt Pow'rs rejoice, 
' My wares Thoughts engage. 


2 I'll:read the 'Hiſt'ries of th Love, 
And keep thy Laws in Lieht, 6 
While through the Promiſes I rove, 

With every freſh aa _ 


* 
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3 'Tis a broad Land of Wealth unknown, 
Where Springs of Life ariſe, 
Seeds of immortal Bliſs are ſown, 
And hidden Glory lies. 


4 The beſt Relief that Mourners have ; 
It makes our Sorrows bleſt ; 
Our faireſt Hope beyond the Grave, 
And our eternal Reſt. 


"PART IX. 


1 THY Mercies fill the Earth, O Lokp, 
How good thy Works appear 
Open my Eyes to read thy Word, 
And ſee thy Wonders there. 


2 Since I'm a Stranger here below, 
Let not thy Path be hid, 
But mark the Road my Feet ſhould go, 
And be my conſtant Guide. 


3 When I-confeſs'd my wand'ring Ways, 
Thou heard'ſt my Soul complain 
Grant me the Teachings of thy Grace, 
Or I ſhall ſtray again. 


4 This was my Comfort when I bore 
Variety of Grief; _ 
It made me learn thy Word the more, 
And fly to that Relief. 


5 In vain the Proud deride me now; 
PII n&er forget thy Law, 
Nor let that bleſſed Goſpel go, 
Whence all my Hopes I draw. 


L 5 
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6 When I have learn'd my FATHER's Will, 
PII teach the World his Ways; 
My thankful Lips, inſpir'd with Zeal, 
Shall loud pronounce his Praiſe. 
PART Fa 
1 BEHOLD thy waiting Servant, Lokp, 
Devoted to thy Fear ; 1 
Remember and confirm thy Word, 
For all my Hopes are there. 


2 Haſt Thou not writ Salvation down, 
And promis'd quick'ning Grace? 
Doth not my Heart addrefs thy Throne ? 
And yet thy Love delays. | 


3 Mine Eyes for thy Salvation fail ; 
O bear thy Servant up; 
Nor let the ſcoffing Lips prevail, 


Who dare reproach my Hope. 


4 Didſt Thou not raiſe my Faith, O Lorp ? 
Then let thy Truth appear: | 
Saints ſhall rejoice in my Reward, 
And truft as well as fear. 


PFIXT . ; 
1 O THAT the Lox p would guide my Ways, 
To keep his Statutes ſtill! =y 
O that my Gop would grant me Grace, 
To know and do his Will! © 
2 O ſend thy SPIRIT down to write 
Thy Law upon my Heart! 5 
Nor let my Tongue indulge Deceit, 
Nor act the Liar's Part. 
7 


ul, 
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From Vanity turn off my Eyes; 
. Let no corrupt Deſign. 
Nor covetous Deſires, ariſe 
Within this Soul of mine. 


4 Order my Footſteps by thy Word, 
And make my Heart ſincere; 
Let Sin have no Dominion, Lokp, 
But keep my Conſcience clear. 


My Soul hath gone too far aſtray; 
*_ M Feet too often lip ; a 
Vet ſinee I've not forgot thy Way, 
Reſtore thy wand'ring Sheep. 


6 Make me to walk in thy Commands, 
*Tis a delightful Road; | 
Nor let my Head, or Heart, or Hands, 
Offend againſt my Gop. 


PART XI 


IM Gop conſider my Diſtreſs, 
Let Mercy plead my Cauſe; 
Though Fhave finn'd againſt thy Grace, 
I can't forget thy Laws. 


2 Forbid, forbid the ſhatp Reproach 


Which I 3 fear; 
Uphold my Life, uphold my Hopes, 
Nor let my Shame appear. 


3 Be Thou a Surety, Lok, for me, 
Nor let the Proud oppreſs; 
But make thy waiting Servant ſee 
The „ of thy Face. 
6 
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4 is with Expectation fail, 


Heart within me cries, 
00 When will the LoxD his Truth fulfil, 
And make my Comforts riſe ?” 


5 Look down upon my Sorrows, LoRD, 
And ſhew thy Grace the ſame 
As Thou art ever wont t' afford 
To thoſe that love thy Name. 


P'&:& T7 AL 
1 WITH my whole Heart I've ſought thy Face, 


O let me never ſtray 
From thy Commands, O Gop of Grace, 
Nor tread the Sinners Way, 


2 Thy Word I've hid within my Heart, 
To keep my Conſcience clean; 
And be an everlaſting Guard 
From ev'ry riſing Sin. 


3 I'm a Companion of the Saints, 
Who fear and love the Lorp ; 
My Sorrows riſe, my Nature faints, 
| hen Men n Ae thy Word. 


4 While Sinners do thy Goſpel wrongs 
My Spirit ſtands in Awe 
My Soul abhors a lying Tongue, 
But loves thy righteous Law. 


Heart with ſacred Rev rence hears 
Nane Threat'nings of thy Word: 

My Fleſh with holy Trembling fears 

he Judgments of the LokDe 
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6 =y Gop, I long, I hope, I wait, 
or thy Salvation ſtill; ., 
While thy whole Law is my Delight, 
And I obey thy Will. YRS: 


PART XIV. 


1 CONSIDER all my Sorrows, Loxp 
And thy Deliv*rance ſend ; ' . 
My Soul for thy Salvation faints; 
When will my Troubles end? 


' [© 2 Yet I have found 'tis good for me 
To bear my FATHER's Rod: 
Afflictions make me learn thy Law, 
And live upon my Gon. 


3 This is the Comfort I enjoy 
When new Diſtreſs begins, 
I read thy Word, I run thy Way, 
And hate my former Sins. | 


4 Had not thy Word been my Delight, 
When earthly Joys were fled, 
My Soul, oppreſs d with Sorrow's Weight, 
Had ſunk amongſt the Dead. 


5 I know thy Judgments, Los, are right, 
Though they may ſeem ſevere: 
The ſharpeſt SufPrings I endure 
Flow from thy faithful Care. 


6 Before I knew thy chaſt'ning Rod, 
My Feet were apt to ſtray ; | 
But now I learn to keep thy Word, 
Nor wander from thy Way, 


6 
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PART XV. 


1 O THAT thy Statutes ey Wa How 
ight dwe!l upon m Wang 
Thence I derive a qui 222 Pow r, 

And daily en fad 


2 To meditate th bn; Logp, 
13 be 17 A Employ 
Soul ne er forget Gy Word, 
hy Word j is all my Joy. 


3 How would I run in thy Commands, 
If Thou my Heart Acharge | 

From Sin and Satar's hateful Chains, 

And ſet my Feet at large | | 


4 My Lips with Courage ſhall declare 
Thy Statutes and thy Name; 
I'll ſpeak thyWord, though Kings ſhouldhear, 
Nor yield to ſinful Shame. 


5 Let Bands of Perſecutors riſe 
To rob me of my Right; 
Let Pride and Malice forge their Lies, 
Thy Law is my Delight. 


6 Depart from me, ye wicked Race, 

: Whoſe Hands and Hearts are ill: 

I love my Son, I lone his Ways, 
And muſt obey his Will. 


PART XVI. 


1 MY Soul lies cleaving to the Duft ; 
LoRD, give me Life divine; . 
From vain Deſires and ev ry Luft” 
Turn off theſe. Eyes of mine. 
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2 I need the Influence of thy Grace, 
To ſpeed me in thy Way, 
Leſt I ſhould loiter in my Race, 
Or turn my Feet aſtray. 


3 When fore Afflictions preſs me down, 
I need thy quick ning Pow'rs ; 
Thy Word that I have refted on, 
Shall help my heavieſt Hours. 


4 Are not thy Mercies fov'reign ſtill, 
And Thou a faithful Gos? 
Milt chou not grant me warmer Zeal 

To run the heav'nly Road ? 


5 Does not my Heart thy Precepts love 
And "62,4 ſee thy Face ? / 
And yet bow flow my Spirits move 
n 


6 Then fhall T love thy Gofpel more, 
And neer forget thy Word, 
When LI have felt its quick' ning Power 
To draw me near the Lokpd. - 


PART XVII. Mee ii, 


" 1 BLEST be thy Name, eternal Lorp ! ! 
-O-write within my Mind thy Word; 
Let me, inſtructed in thy Way, 

The Wonders of thy Grace ſurvey. 


2 What Streams of pureſt Knowledge icld 
Thy Words in full Diſplay revead! 
By theſe the Souls, untaught before, 

| To Heights of heav'aly- Science ſoar, - 


2.52 PSALM CxIX. 


3 With ſacred Thirſt my Boſom burn'd, 
To Thee my op'ning Mouth I turn'd, 
And from thy Precept wiſe and true 
Its life-imparting Spirit drew. 


4 How had I periſh'd, midſt my Woes, 
But that within my Boſom roſe 
The Joys which thy Inſtruction yield, 
And each invading Grief diſpell'd ! 


5 O let my Soul, to Life reſtor'd, 
Thy Love in laſting Hymns record; 
While o'er my Head its Beams ſhall ſhine, 
And make thy great Salvation mine. 


PAX 7, AV. 


1 MY Heart's beſt Portion, Lox, art Thou, 
To Thee my Thoughts Obedience vow ; 
Thy faithful Hand each Woe I feel 

Inflicts,.— and wounds me but to heal. 


2 Low in the Duſt my Soul is laid, 
O reach me, Lox, thy promis'd Aid; 
Let thy good Spixir to my Heart 
His life-ſuſtaining Pow'r impart. 


3 Behold me, abſent from my Home, | 
Through Life's wild Maze a Pilgrim roam : 

Friend of the Helpleſs | near me ſtand, 
And ſave me from th Oppreſſor's Hand. 


4 Ere yet the Dawn has ſtreak d the Sky, 
Gop of my Strength, to Thee I cry; 
Let thy Compaſſion, while I pray, 

My Night illumine, guide my Day. 


] 
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5 Thy Counſels on my Thought impreſt, 
Shall ſooth to Peace my troubled Breaſt; 
Theſe, LoxD, I'll keep, and fix'd, decree 
To ſhun each Path that leads from Thee. 


PART XIX. 


1 SAFE on thy Word my Truft I build, 
O Thou my RExruc and my SHIELD : 
My Hope (nor ſhall that Hope be van). 
Thy ſacred Promiſes ſuſtafja. 


2 Theſe, my beſt Wealth, my treaſur d Store, 
I keep, and view them o'er and o'er: _ 
Theſe Heav'n-ward lift my thoughtful Soul, 
When Night's dark Shades inveſt the Pole. 


3 My Hands on thy Commands ſhall wait, 
On thy pure Words "ll meditate, _ 
Which ſweeter on my Palate dwell 
Than Honey dropping from its Cell. 


1 Long as within this Houſe of Clay 
My State et Pilgrimage, I ſtay, | 
Thy Statates are my Sohg ;—thy Name 
Wakes in my Breaſt the holy F lame. 


O turn from Vanity mine Eye, 

To me thy quick'ning Suengch lüpgl ie, 
| Redeem from Error's Growth my 

Nor leave one baleful Root behind. 


PART XX. 


1 FATHER, I ble&'thy gentle Hand; 
How kind was thy chaſtiting Rod, 
That fore*'d my Conſcience to a Stand, 
And brought my wand' ring Soul to Gov! 
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2 Fooliſh and vain I went aſtray, , 2 
Ere I had felt thy Scourges, Loxp; „ 
J left my Guide, and loſt my Way; | 

But now I love and keep thy Word. 


3 Tis good for me to wear the Yoke, 
For Pride is apt to riſe. and ſwell ; 
Tis good to bear my FATHER's Stroke, 
That] might learn his Statutes well. 


— 


4 The Law that iſſues from thy Moutn 

Shall raiſe my cheerful Paſſions more 

Than all the Treaſures of the South, 
Or Metern Hills of golden Ore. 


5 Thy Hands have made my mortal Frame, 
Thy Spixir form'd my Soul within; 2 
Teach me to know thy wondrous Name, | 
And guard me ſafe from Death and Sin. 


6 Then All that love and fear the Lox 
At my Salvation ſhall rejoice ; 
For I have hoped in thy Word, . 3 
And made thy Grace my only'Choice, 


"P'S AL M CXX. 


1 Fo Gos J ery'd, with Anguiſh ftung, 
1 Nor form'd a fruitleſs Pray'r,— 
“OO fave me from the lying Tongue, 
« And Lips that would enſnare l“ 
2 Thou Child of Guilt, to Falſehpodt bred, 1 
Say, what Mall be thine End ; | 
See keeneſt Arrows o'er thy Head. 
And quenchleſs Coals, impend. 
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3 Ah! Woe is Me, to Meſech's Seat 
* And Kedar's Tents confin'd; 


. Perpetual Inſult doom'd to meet 
rom Men of reſtleſs Mind. 


4 When Offers mild of Peace I make, 

And friendlieſt Terms prepare 

My. Words their ſlumb' ri Nice awake, 
And arm them for the War. f 


PSALM CXXI. Metre i. 


1 1. from the Hills my Help deſcends ; 
To them I lift mine Eyes: | 
My Strength on Him alone depends, 


Who form'd the Earth and Skies. 


2 He, ever watchful, ever nigh, 
Forbids thy Feet to ſlide; . 
Nor Sleep nor Slumber ſeals the Eye 
Of Ifraes Guard and Guide. 


3 He, at thy Hand, array'd in Might, 
His Shield ſhall o'er thee ſpread: _ .. 
Nor Sun by Day, nor Moon by Night, 
Shall hurt thy favour'd Head. 


4 Safe ſhalt thou go, and ſafe return, 
While He thy Life defend | + * 
Whoſe Eyes thy ev'ry Step diſcern, 
Whoſe Mercy never ends. | 
PSALM, CXxI. Mette ii. 
I oh to the Hills I lift mine Eyes, 
Th' eternal Hills beyond. the Skies; 


Thence all her Help my Soul derives ; 
There my Almighty Rervuce lives. 


+ 
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2 He lives, the everlaſting God, 
That built the World, that ſpread the Flood; 
The Heav'ns with all their Hoſt He made, 
And the dark Regions of the Dead. 


3 He guides our Feet, He guards our Way; 
His Morning-Smiles bleſs all the Day: 
He ſpreads the Ev/ning-Veil, and keeps 
The filent Hours while //rae! ſleeps. 


4 Jfraeh a Name divinely bleſt, 

May riſe ſecure, ſecurely reſt ; 
Thy holy GuARDIAx's wakeful Eyes 
Admit no Slumber nor Surpriſe. 


5 No Sun ſhall ſmite thy Head by Day, 
Nor the pale Moon with ſickly, Ray 
Shall blaſt thy Couch ;—no baleful Star 
Dart his malignant Fire fo far. 


6 Should Earth and Hell with Malice burn, 
Still thou ſhalt go, and {till return, 
Safe in the Lord ;—his heav'nly Care 
Defends thy Life from ev'ry Snare. 


PSALM cxxl. Metre iii. 


I Urn J lift mine Eyes; 
From Gop is all my Aid; 
The Gop that built the Skies, 
And Earth and Nature made : 


Go is the Teer _ + - 
To which I fly: | 

His Grace is nigh 

In ex'ry Hour. 
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2 My Feet ſhall never ſlide, 
Or fall in fatal Snares, 
Since God, my Guard and Guide, 
Defends me from my Fears: 


"Thoſe wakeful Eyes 
That never ſleep, 
Shall /rael keep, 
When Dangers riſe. 


3 No burning Heats by Day, 
Nor Blaſts of Ev'ning Air, 
Shall take my Health away, 
If Gop be with me there : 


Thou art my Sun, 
And Thou my Shade, 
To guard my Head 
By Night or Noon. 


4 Haſt Thou not giv'n thy Word 
To fave my Soul from Death? 
And I can truſt my Lord 
To keep my mortal Breath: 


I'll go and come, 
Nor fear to die, 

Till from on high 
Thou call me Home. 


257 


PSALM CxxII. Metre i. 


1 HW did my Heart rejoice to hear 


My Friends devoutly ſay, 
« In Zion let us all appear, 
And keep the folemn Day!“ 


* 
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2 I love her Gates, I love the Road ; 
The Church, adorn'd with Grace, 
Stands like a Palace built for Gop, - 1 
To ſhew his milder Face. | | 


3 Up to her Courts with Joys unknown 3 
The holy Tribes repair; 3 
The Son of David holds his Throne, 
And ſits in Judgment there. 


4 He hears our Praiſes and Complaints, | 7 
And while his awful Voice | 
Divides the Sinners from the Saints, 4 
We tremble and rejoice; | 


5 Peace be within this ſacred Place, 
And Joy a conſtant Gueſt ! | 

With holy Gifts and heav'nly Grace ol 
Be her Attendants bleft !  _ 


6 My Soul ſhall pray for Zim ſtill. N 

hile Life or ath remain; ] 

There my beſt Friends, my Kindred dwell, a 
There Gon my Saviour reigns. . 


PSALM CxxII. Metreii. 


I OW pleas'd and bleſt was 1 
To hear the People cry, 

« Come, let us ſeek our Gop To-day:“ 
Yes; with a cheerful Zeal, ' 2 Q 
We haſte to Zion's Hill, 

And' there our Vows/and, Honouts pay. 


2 Zion, thrice happy Place! 
Adorn'd with wotidrous Grace, 
And Walls of Strength embrace thee round! 


ö 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
= 5 
[ 
, 
' 
| 
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In thee our Tribes appear 
Too pray, and praiſe, and hear 
The ſacred Goſpel's Joyful Sound, 


There David's greater Son 
Hath fix'd his royal Throne, 
He fits for Grace and Judgment there; 
He bids the Saint be glad,- N25 
He makes the Sinner fad, 
And humble Souls rejoice with. Fear. 


4 May Pence attend thy Gate, 


* 


And Joy within thee wait | 
To bleſs the Soul of ev'ry Gueſt; 

The Man that feeks thy Peace, 

And. wiſhes thine Increaſe, | 
A Thouſand age on him reſt, 


2. Wenge repeats her Vows, 

eace to this ſacred Houſe ;. 

For there my Friends and Kindred dwell ; 
And fiace my glarious GO N 
Makes thee his bleſt Abode, 


My Soul ſhall ever love thee well. 


IS ALMA CXXI. Metre iii, 
WA. Joy, while thus I view the Day, 


I bat warns my thirſting Soul away, 
What T ranſports-fill my Breaft ! 
For, lo! my great ReDeemER's Pow'r 
Unfolds the everlaſting Door, 
And leads me to his Reſt. 
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2 The ſeſtal Morn, my Gov, is come, 
That calls me to thy hallow'd Dome, 
Thy Preſence to adore; 


W, 


th willing Steps thy Courts aſcend, 


Feet the Summons ſhall attend, 


And tread th' ethereal Floor. 


E'en now to my expecting Eyes 

The heav'n-built T'ow'rs of Salem riſe ; 
E'en now, with glad Survey, 

I view her Manſions, that contain 

Th' angelic Forms, an awful Train, 
And ſhine with cloudleſs Day. 


4 Hither, from Earth's remoteſt End, 

Lo ! the redeem'd of Gop aſcend, 
Their Tribute hither bring: 

Here crown'd with everlaſting Joy, 


In Hym 


ns of Praiſe their Tongues employ, 


And hail th' immortal KING: 


Great Salem's KING; who bids each State 
On her Decrees dependant wait; 
In her, ere Time begun, 
High on eternal Baſe uprear d, 
His Hands the regal Seat prepar'd 
For Feſſe's favour'd Son. © 


6 Mother of Cities! ver 


Head 


th 
See Peace, with healing Wings outſpread, 
Delighted fix her Stay; | 
How bleft, who calls himſelf thy Friend! 
Succeſs his Labours ſhall attond, 


And Safety guard his Way. 
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7 Thy Walls, remote from hoſtile Fear, 
Nor the loud Voice of Tumult hear, 
Nor War's wild Waſtes deplore; 
There ſmiling Plenty takes her Stand, 
And in thy Courts with laviſh Hand, 
Has pour'd forth all her Store. 


8 Let me, bleſt Seat, my Name MW 
Among thy Citizens enroll'd," 
In Thee for ever dwell. 
Let Charity my Steps attend, * 
My ſole Companion and my 7 "el by 
And Faith and Tio farewell ! 


PSALM CXxll 


THOU whe Glade ond J aſticer An, 
N Enthron'd above the Skies, 
* To: 'Thes our Hearts would tell their Pain, 


To Thee we lift our Eyes. 


s | 2 As Servants wateh their Maſter's Hand,” 


And fear the angry Stroke 
Or Maids before their Miſtreſs Sa 


And wait a peaceful Look: - 12 0 


3 So for our Sins we juſtly feel 
Thy Diſeipline, O Gop, 1 
Vet wait the gracious Moment ſtill,” 


Till Thou remove thy Rod. F 


4 Thoſe that in Wealth and Pleasure the, » 
Our daily Groans deride, 


And th Delayn of Mercy give 23 11! 
Freſh Courage co their Pda. * 10 


M 
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5 Our Foes inſult us, but our Hope 
In thy Compaſſion lies 
This, Thought ſhall bear.our Spirits up, 
That Gop will not deſpiſe. | 
PS AL M CXXIV. 
I AD not the Lox p, may Jjrael ſay, 
Had not the LoR D maintain'd our Side, 
When Men, to make our Lives a Prey, 
Roſe like the ſwelling of the Tide: 


2 The ſwelling Tide had ſtopt our Breath, 
So fiercely did the Waters roll; 
We had been ſwallow'd deep-in Death ; 
Proud Waters had o'erwhelm'd our Soul. 

3 We leap for Joy, we ſhout and ſing, 

Who juſt eſcap'd the fatal Stroke: 

So flies the Bird with cheerful Wing, 

When once the Fowler's Snare is broke. 


4 For ever bleſſed be the Lox, 
Who broke the Fowler's curſed Snare, 
Who ſav'd us from the murd*ring Sword, 
And made our Lives and Souls his Care! 


5 Our Help is in JExovan's Name, 
Who form'd the Earth and built the Skies: 
He that upholds that wondrous Frame, 
Guards his own Church with watchful Eyes. 


PSALM .CXXV. Metre i. 

3 TIRM and unmov'd are they . | 
That reſt their Souls on Gop; 

Firm as the Mount where Dauid dwelt, 
Or where che Ark abodee. 
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2 As Mountains ſtood to guard 
The City's ſacred Ground; 


So Gop and his Almighty I. ove 
Embrace his Saints around. 


What though the Father's Rod 
Drop a chaſtiſing Stroke, | 
Yet, leſt it wound their Souls too deep, 


Its Fury ſhould be broke. 


4 Deal gently, Lox, with thoſe 
Whoſe Faith and pious F ear, 
Whoſe Hope and Love, and ev 'ry Grate 
Proclaim their Hearts ſincere. 


5 Nor ſhall the Tyrant” s Rage 
Too long oppreſs the Saint; 5 
The Gop of Jrael will ſupport 
His Children, leſt they faint. EE 


6 But if our laviſh Fear 
Will chooſe the Road to Hell, 
* muſt expect our Portion chere, 
: Whers bolder Sinners dwell. 


'PS A LM Cxxv. Mere. 


NSHAKEN as the ſacred Hill, 
And firm as Mountains be, 
ö. Firm as a Rock the Soul ſhall reſt 

That leans, O Lok p, on 1 * 


2 Not Walls, nor Hills, could ard ſo N 
Old Salem's happy Groun e 
As thoſe eternal Arms of Love 
That ev'ry * ſurrdund. 
2 
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3 While T 50 are a 1 Scourge, 
To drive them near to Go, 
Divine Compaſſion does allay 
The Fury of the Rod. 


4 Deal gently, LozD, with Souls 8 
And lead them ſafely on 
To the bright Gates of Parad, iſe, 
Where Carr their Lok is gone. 


5 But if we trace thoſe crooked Ways 
That the old Serpent drew, 
The Wrath that drove him firſt to Hell, | 
Shall ſmite his F ollow'rs too. 


PS ALM CXXV. Metre iii. 
1 


That, proof to Ages, meets the Skies, 
And fix' d, — each adverſe Shock defies. 


2 Behold fair Salem's hallow'd. Ground 
By ſhadowing Hills encompaſs'd round ;— 


Thy Preſence thus, great Gop, we trace, 


Incircling Jacob's choſen Race. 


3 Ne'er on the Lot: by theſe poſſeſs d 
Shall ! impiqus Pow'r its Sceptre reſt, [3 
Leſt Sin, eſtabliſh” d into Law., 
Their Hearts from thy Obedience draw. 


4 ©. ſtill our, G dian, ſtill our F riend,, 
Thy Metetes tn the Juſt extend ,> 
Nor ever from our Souls remo ye 
The Conſolations of thy Lose. 


„ 


7 P 
=y Ly 


HO truſt.in Gon's 8 broteting Hand, 
Secure as Sion 's Mount ſhall ſtand, 


{ 25 1 
* 8 A L M cxxVI. Mere, 


I HEN Sion's Gop her Sons Fecal d 
From Jong Captivity, El 
It ſeem'd at firſt a pleaſing Dream 
Of what we wiſh” d to ſee. 


2 But n in unaccuſtom'd Mirth | 
We did our Voice employ, }. 
And ſung our great RESTORER's Praiſe, 
In thankful Hymns of Joy. 


3 Our Heathen:Foes repining ſtood, 
Yet were compell'd to own, - 
That great and wondrous was the Work 


Our Gop for us had done. 


4 'T was reat, ſay they, twas wondrous great, 
Mich more ſhould we confeſs ; 
The. Er has done great Tbings, whereof 
We reap the glad Succeſs. © 


5 To us bring back the Remnant, Loan, 
Of Irael's captive Bands, 
More welcome than refreſhing Show 10 


Io parch'd and thirſty Lands, 


6 That we, whoſe Work commenc' i in Tears, 
May fee our Labours thrive, 
Till finiſh'd with Succeſs, to make 


Our drooping Hearts revive. 


7 Though he deſponds that ſows his Graip, 
Vet Abbe he ſhall come, 
To bind his full-ear'd Sheaves, and bring 
The. Joyful Harveſt. A rr 50% 


| 5 
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PS ALM CXXVI. Metre ii. 


EN Go reſtor d our captive State, 
/ Joy was our Song, and Grace our 
eme; 
The Grace beyond our Hopes ſo great, 
That Joy appear'd a painted Dream, 


35: iS 0 


2 The Scoffer owns thy Hand, and pays 


1. 


Unwilling Honours to thy Name; RE 
While we with Pleaſure ſhout thy Praiſe, 
With cheerful Notes thy Love proclaim. 


3 When we review. our Jiſmal Fears, 


Twas hard to think they'd vaniſh o; 
With Gop we left our flowing Tears, 
He makes our Joys like Rivers flow, 


4 The Man, that i in his furrow'd F ield 


© 1 His ſcatter'd Seed with Sadneſs leaves, 


Will ſhout to fee the Harveſt yield 
A welcome Load of joyful Sheaves, 


PSA L M CXXVII. Metre i i. 


1 F Gop to build the Houſe deny, 

The Builders work in vain; 

And Towns, without his wakeful Eye, 
An uſeleſs Watch maintain. | 


2 Why riſe ye early, late take reſt, ©, 


And eat; the Bread of Care?! 
The Balm-of Sleep (his Gift confeſt), 
His Children richly ſhare, 


3 Fw too thy Sons, that round Thee. fad, 


A Gift by Him prepar'd ; - 


Nor Arrows in the Giant's Hand 


Can yield fo ſure à Guard. 


ite, 
our 
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4 Bleſt who his Quiver ſtores with theſe : 
When hoſtile: Bands are near 


His Gate, the Storm approaching ſees,” | 
Yet ſees without a fear. 


PS ALM CXXVII. Metre ii. 
F : Gop ſucceed not, all the Coſt 
And Pains to build the Houſe are loſt : 


If Gop the City will not keep, 
The watchful Guards as well may ſleep. 


2 What though you 'riſe before the Sun, 
And work and toil when Day is done, 
Careful and ſparing eat your Bread, 
To ſhun that Poverty you dread: 


3 Tis all i in vain, till Gop hath bleſt; 


He can make rich, yet give us Reſt q | 
Children and Friends are Bleſſings tod, 
If God our Sov'reign make them ſo. 


4 Happ y the Man to whom He ſends 
Obedient Children, faithful Friends * 
How ſweet our daily Comforts prove,” 
When they are ſeaſon'd with his Love 1 


PSALM CXXVIIL 


HAPPY Man, who Soul is fill d 
With Zeal and rev'rent Awe ! 
His Lips to God their Honours viel, 
His Life adorns the Law. 


2 A careful Providence ſhall ſtand, 

And ever guard thy Head, 
Shall on the Labours t thy Aud 
Its kindly Bleſſings hed.” 


M 4 
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3 Thy Wife ſhall be a fruitful. Vine; * 
Thy Children round thy Board, 
Each like a Plan nf of Honour bine, 3 
And learn to fear the Lomb. 


4 The Loxp ſhall thy beſt Hopes fulfil, 6 

For Months and Vears to come; | 3" 

The Lok p who dwells on Zion's Hill f 
"Shall ſend thee Bleſſings home. 


5 This is the Man whoſe: ha Bye ag | 
Shall ſee his. Houſe . 1 7 

Shall ſee the ſinking Church axife, . ä 

Then leave the \ World in Peace. ; 


PSALM CXXIS. 1 8 


P 7 hy my Youth may rael ſa; 
9 Have I been nurs di in ils l. 2 ö 


Grjefs were conſtant as the Day, 
* tedious as the Vears. 


2 Up from my Youth I bore the Rage | 
| Of all the Sons of Strife; 
Oft they aſſail'd my riper Age, 
But not 9 d my Life. 


3 Their cruel Plough had torn my F leſh.. | j 
With Furrows long and deep; 
Hourly they vex d my Wounds afreſh, 
Nor let my Sorrows ſleep. 


4 The LoRD grew ang 2 his Theron, | 3 
And with impartial 
Meaſur'd the Miſchiefs 25 e 2 
Ther let his, Arrows My... 
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5 Thus ſhall the Men who hate the Saints 
Be blaſted from the Sky; 
Their Glory fades, their Courage N 
And all their Projects die. 


6 What though they flouriſh tall and fait, 
They have no Root beneath; 
Their Bert ſhall periſh in Deſpair, - I 
And lie deſpis'd in Death, / ': 11: 


7 So Corn, that on the Houſe-top Hands; 
No Hope of Harveſt gives; 
The Reaper ne'er ſhall fill his Hands, 

Nor Binder fold the Sheaves. 


8 It ſprings and withers on the Place; 9. 
No Traveller beſto ws 
A Word of Bleſſing on the Oraßß, | 
Nor minds! It as he goes. „ U 


2 4 


PSALM xxx. Alete l. 


op ſent my Cry,. 
LorD, oy my ſupplicating — WIY 
And graciouſly reply II >#1 


2 Should'ſt Thou, ſeverely Fg 38 by] 
Who can the Lrial bear??? v0 
But Thou forgiy t, leſt we deſpond, wal 


And quite renounce thy Fear. ,'} 


IN 


e 


1 F OM toweſt Depths of Wee | 
To G 


* 
6 


3 My Soul with Patience waits 
For Thee the living Loxp: oi Yr 
My Hopes are on thy Promiſe bulls, 


Thy never- failing Wat. 
M 5 


* 
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4 My longing Eyes look out | 5 
For thy enliv*ning Ray; | 
More duly than the Vergine. wach, 
To ſpy the dawning Day. 


5 No Barra his l. Gon, ' 6 
ounds: his Mercy knows, — 
The plenteous Source and Springs from 
Eternal Succours flows. 


6 Whole friendly Streams to us 7 
Supplies in Want convey; + 
A healing Spring, a Spring to cleanſe 
And — 1 Guilt "way 


P 8 A L M ood i / ii. 


1 UT of the Deeps of long Diſtreſs, 
O The Borders mo Deſpair, 
I ſent 1 U. Cries to ſeek thy Grace, 


roans fo move thine Ear. 


2 Great Gov ! ſhould th 1 ſeverer Eye, 1 
And thine impartial ; 
Mark and revenge * 
No mortal Fleſh could ſtand. 


3 But there are Pardons with my Gop . 2 
For Crimes of high De Bre | 
Thy Sow'has beuten chat: with his Blood, 
o draw us near to Thee. 


I wait for thy Salvation, Lonp, 3 
With ſtrong 2 inpeeb 1 — — BEN 
My Soul, invi 3 ty 
Stands wat ing at ce — 1 


7 
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5 Juſt as the Guards that keep the Night 
Long for the Morning- Skies, 
Wateh the firſt Beams of breaking Light, 
And meet them with their Eyes : 


6 So waits my Soul to ſee thy Grace; 
And more intent than they, Y 

Meets the. firſt Op'nings of thy Face, | 1 

And finds a brighter Day. vt 


7 Then in the Loxp let 1/ael truſt, 
Let 1frael ſeek his Face; 
The LorD is good as well as juſt, 
And plenteous in his Grace, 


8 There's full Redemption at his Throne, 
For Sinners long enſlav'd: 
The great REDEEMER is his Sox, 


And Jrael ſhall: be ſav' d. 
PSALM CXXX. Metre iii. 
1 DLVUNGꝰ p in a dark and dire Abyſs, roll, 
Where Woes in dreadful Confluence 
I to the Lorp, in Groans and Sighs, 
Sent up the Anguiſh of my Soul. 
2 O Thou, th! All-pow'rful, Good and True, 
My Rock, my Rxr uc, and my REST, 
Vouchſafe to hear my fervent Pray' rs, 
And grant, O grant me my Requeſt. 


3 Should ſt — Judgment-Seat aſcend, 
And Men to thy Tribunal call, 


Nat One of all their Race could ſtand; 
But Vengeance muſt o'erwhelm them All. 


M 6 
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4 But, Lok b, with Thee Forgiveneſs reigns, 3 
Reigns with a wide, unbounded , | 


That Sinners may revere thy 1 
And with Delight thy Laws obey. 


ef NMR TW. 


5 WITH Expectation warm and ſtrong, 1 
My Spirit waits upon the Loo, 
And in my Hours of dark Diſtreſs, 
Hope caſts its Anchor on his Word. 


6 As Centinels with longing Eyes 2 
Watch the firſt Glimpſe of riſing: Day f 
So waits my Soul upon the Lox Dp, N 
With outitretch'd Wings to meet his Way. 


7 Let 1/raz] on his Gor rely © "Mo 
To cruſh his Foes, and ſooth his Pains: - 
Mercy is his fupreme Delight, ol 


And in a Thouſand Bleſſings 7 : 


8 He that was IfracÞs Gop of "old, 
As Arael's Gon will ſtill be Known, 1 

To dave him from his Sins and Wore! | x 
And guide and guard him as his own. 


PSALM exxxl. Metre i. : 


18 chere Ambition in my Heart? FD 2 
Search, gracious: God, ep NIN. 
Or.do I aft» haughty bart? 20 0 
Lok p, IL appeal to n: 4 L117; 


2 I charge my Thoughts, be humble ail, 3 
And all my Carriage mild,. 

Content, my:FaTHER, with thy Will, VA | 
ih And uiet as a e dong gue Vd 


9 14 
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3 The i Soul, the lowly Mind; - 7 
hall have a large Rewardd 
— in Sorrow lie reſign! G 
And truſt a faithful Lomb. 


PSA LM CXXXI. Metre ii. 4 
S there in me a loſty Heart! 
Meek Savroux, Thouthy Grace impart; 
Let no · vain Pomp attract my View, 
Nor Honour 8 Prize my Thoughts purſue, 


2- Create in me Aﬀections mild,7 , FJ x 
And form me humble as the Child, C L 
That meek. and ſilent ſinks to reſt, 

Wean' 4 from the tender Parent's Brealt, 


3, O, kinder than that Parent, ſee... 
Thy MaxER, lf ae), cheriſh . 
To lateſt Limes on Him depend, 
"Thy Guide, thy Guardian, and thy Friend. 


een CXXXII. Metre i. 


RIS E, 'O:K1nG of Grace, ariſe, 
And enter to thy Reſt! 
Lol thy Church waits with longing byte, 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt. 


2 Enter with all thy glorious Train, IHF 
Thy Sixt and thy Word; 15 2 | 
All that the Ark did onqe e 
Could no ſuch Grace affordl - 


3 Here, mighty Gop, accept dur Vous, - 
Here let thy Praiſe be ſpread ;../. 
Bleſs che Proviſions of, ch TY 
And fill thy Poor with * 


—— — — — 
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4 Here let the Son of David reign ; 
Let God's Anointed ſhine; 

Juſtice and Truth his Court maintain, 
With Love and Pow'r divine. 


5 Here let Him hold a laſting Throne; ; 

And as his Kingdom grows, 

Freſh Honours ſhall adorn his Crown, 
And Shame confound his Foes. 


PS ALM CXXXII. Metre ii. 
I REHOLD us, LorD, with willing Feet, 
The Manſion of thy Preſence greet, 


Each Heart inflam'd with grateful Zeal, 
And proſtrate at thy Footitool kneel. 


2 Riſe, I/raePs FarHER, Gop, and FRIEND! 
Pleas'd to thy Place of Reſt aſcend ; 
Tov and thine Ax x,—tremendous Shrine 
Of Majeſty and Pow'r divine! 


3 While Righteouſneſs thy Prieſts arrays, 
O let thy Saints their thankful Lays / 
Prolong ;—and in their SaviouR's Name 
His purchas'd Favours humbly claim, 


Per. 


4 THE Gos of Jacob choſe the Hill 
Of Zion for his ancient Reſt; 

And Zion is his Dwellin Mill, 

His Church is with his rence | bleſt; 


5 „Here will I fix my gracious Throne, 
And reign for ever, faith the Loxpy; 

Here ſhall my Pow'r and Love be known, 
And Blefftngs ſhall attend my Word. 
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6 Here will-I meet the hungry Poor, 
And fill their Souls with living Bread: 


Sinners that wait before my Door, 
With ſweet Proviſion ſhall be fed. 


7 Girded with Truth, and'cloth'd with Grace, 
My Prieſts, my Miniſters ſhall ſhine ;_ 
Not Aaron in his coſtly Dreſs | 
Made an Appearance ſo divine. 


8 The Saints, unable to contain 
Their inward Joys, ſhall ſhout and ing; ; 
The Son of David here; ſhall reign, | 
And Zion triumph in her Kino, 


9 Jxsus ſhall ſee a num'rous Seed 

Born here, t' uphold his glorious Name; 
His Crown ſhall flouriſh on his Head, 
we al his F ann are cloth'd. an Shame. 


PSA L M cxxxIII. Mewei. 


1 What af edler Sight 

Are Brethren that agree, 

Brethren, whoſe cheerful Hearts unite 
In Bands of Piety ! 


2" Wien Stramas bf Low from Cantor the 
Deſcend to eur, Soul; [Spring 
And heav'nly Peace, with balmy Wing. 
Shades and bedews the Whole: ; 


, Tis like the Oil divinely ſweet - 
On Aaron's rev'rend Head 
The trickling Drops perfum'd his F cots } 
And o'er his Garments-ſpreads: : 


3 h "X" i 
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Tis pleaſant as the Morning-Dews 'S 
That fall on Sien's Hill, 
Where Gow his mildeſt Glory bn a 


And makes his Grace diſtil. 
PS A L. M CXXXIT. | Metre 


H W. pleaſant ” tis to ſee . W be 
Kindred and Friends agree, 
Each in his proper Station move; 1 
And Each fulfil his Part, . 
Wich ſympathizing Heart. 
1 alle the Cares of Life and Love 1 . » an 


2 Tis like the Ointment ſhed, : 8 
On Aaron's ſacred Head, 2 
e rich, 1 ſweet; 
The Oil through all the Room Hoh Ke 
-  Diffus'd a choice Perfume, 0 
. through his Robes, and blen his Fe cet, 3 


"Like fruitful Show'rs of Rain | ' 2 

That water all the Plain, dur 0 oF 
Deſcending from the neighh' ring Hills; if 

Such Streams of Pleaſure roll 

Through ev'ry friendly Soul, | q 
1 Love like heav uy Dew diſtils, 4 


＋ 5 A L M OXXXIIL Metre ti, 


TOW biel the d iht, che Hveet, 
When Brothers Join'd with Brothers I 
In Bands of mutual Love! * 5 
Leſs ſweet the liquid F Lance, Wed 
Qn Aarons conſecrated 
Ran trickling from above: 


PS A/L MC CXXXIIL 277 
2 Andreach'd his Beard,andreach'd his Veſt: — 
Leſs ſweet the Deus on Hermon” s Breaſt, 
% Or Swrn's Hill deſcend til yl ons 2107 
That Hill has Gonwith Blefings crown 'd, 
There promis'd Grace that knows no 877 
Uu Life chat Knours no Eng. * 


ebe -p'S 1 1 1 CXXXIII. OW iv. 


HY 1 8-14 U 224 11 $3:. 2 


ow leasen vis the Scen 1 ' 
Fw Le u ige Fache GP riendſhip 
Whoſe Fork: -and tres united meet e 3 
In We divine, 1 0 

N 12 mils 
2 Leſs fragrant was the Oise — 

On Aaron's conſecrated Head, 
When balmy, Sweets profuſel er, 
Down to his facred”V eſture read, ive 


3 Not flow! ry Hermon e di pfad 
. with. Dew) d fairer Lights. 
Nor Sian's beauteous, Hills, artay d 
In golden Beams of Morning-Light. - 


4 'Tis Ve gte Long afoot Theds* i278 

 His-kindeſt Gifts, a hehv y Stofe 3: © 
7 e immortal crowns: — Heads, R 
arth's frail Camfortspleaſenomore, 


4 
IS 117 


p = A 1 M CXXXIV. Petite i. 
E that * th immortal Kl xo, 
Attend his holy Place 3 zi 21 N 


= tothe Glories of hi Pow'r, 1 
And A ETON, Grace, 5 ph , 
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2 Lift un your Hands by Morning-Light, 
And ſend your s on high: 
Raiſe your admiring Thoughts by Night 
Above the ſtarry Sky. 1 [it 


3 The Gon of 4 cheers our Hearts, 
With Rays of quick'ning Grace; 
The Gop that ſpreads the Heav'ns abroad, 
And rules the ſwelling Seas. 


P; S ALM CxxxIV. Metre il. 


15 E Servants of th' eternal KI x, 

5 Vour grateful Hymns triumphant ſing, 
While, gliding round the duſk N 

The ſtarry Orbs in Silence ro X 


2 To you I call, the choſen Band, 
Who take amid his Courts your Stand z 
Within his Temple's vaulted Frame, 


With lifted Hands his Praiſe ;proclaim.. 


3 Arid He, may He, whoſe Pow'r has made 
The Earth, and Heav'n's wide Arch diſplay d, 
From ſacred Sion bid thee prove | 
The Bleſſings of his boundleſs Love. 


SAT M cxxxv. | Metre i. 


I ; X WARE e Saints, to praiſe your 'Kivo, 
«1/7 Your ſweeteſt Paffions raife z © 


Your pious Pleaſures, while you ſing, .. 
* Increaſing with the Praiſe, 


2 Greie' is the Lonp; and Works unknown 
Are his divine Employ ;. 
But ftil} his Saints are near his Throne, 
His Treaſure and his Joy. 
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3 Heay'n, Earth, and Sea, confeſs his Hand : 
Hie bids the Vapours riſm 
Lightning and Storm at his Command f 
Sweep through the ſounding Skies. 


4 All Pow'r that Gods or Kings have claim'd, 
Is found with him alone: 
5 But Heathen Gods ſhould ne'er be nam 720 
Where our IE HOVAH's known. 


5 Which of the Stocks or Ston ny they tel 
Can give them Show'rs of Rain? 
In vain they worſhip glitt ring Duſt, 
And pray to Gold in vain. 


6 O Britain; know tlie living God, 
Serve Him with Faith and Fear; 
He makes thy Churches his Abode, 
And claims thine, Honours. there... 


pP S AL M. CXXXV. Metreii. 


RAISE ye the Loxsp, exalt his Name, 
While: in his holy Courts ye walt; 
Ve Saints chat to his Houſe 8 
Or ſtand attending at his Gate. 


2 Praiſe ye the Lok; the LoRH 3 A 
'- To praiſe his Name is ſweet e 
Nucl he choſe. of old, and ſtill 
is Church is his peculiar Joy. 


3 The Lon p Himſelf will judge his Saints; 
He treats his Servants as his Friends; 
And when He hears their ſore Complaints, 
Repents the Sorrows:that He ſends. 


2868 PS ALM CXXXV. 

4 Through ev'ry'Age the Loxp declares 6 ( 
His Name, and breaks th* Oppreſſor's Rod : *- 
He gives his ſuf ring Servants Reſt; | 
And will be known, Uh' ArmicnTy Gon. 

5 Bleſs ye che Lok, who taſte his Love; 

People and Prieſts exalt his Name: 
Among his Saints. He ever dwells ; 17 
His Church is his Ferigalem. 


inen enn 4, een 
* A LM CXXXVI. Metre 


IVE: Thanks to GOop the ſov'reign 2 | 
His Merciet' ſtill endure fLoxp ; ; 
And be the KINO OF-KINGS ador'd; 2 -2 
His Truth is ever. | fare. | 


2 What Wonders hath his Wiſdomdo ne "24 
How mighty is bis Hand, | 
Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, He fram'd alone : 
* How wide ts his Command! — * 


3 The Sun ſupplies the Day with Light: 7 
[How bright his Counſels bine! | 
The Moon and Stars adorn the Night: 
His M ands ure ail diuin e! 


4 He ſaw the Nations dead in Sin; 5 
He felt bit Hitiy moe 
How {ſad the — the World was in it 

How boundleſs was his Love! 


5 He ſent to ſave us from our Woes 3 
Hit Goodneſs never fuil ; E 
From Death and Hell, and ev ry res, \ 
And fill his Graz prevatls. 
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6 Give Thanks to Gos, the heavinly-Kabg 3: 
Hi Mercies ſtill endure- 
"au the whole Earth his Praiſes ing; | 
His Truth is ever fur... \ GA 


PSALM CXXXVI]. Metre fi. 


I IVE to our Gop immortal Praiſe ; - 
Mercy and Truth are all his Ways; 
> Man of Grace, to Go belong, 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


£ * 


2 Give to the Lord oH Lox DS Renown, 
The King of KINOS with Glory Crown : 
His Mercies ever fhall endure, 

Fhen Lords ane ue are no more. 


Sr 


4 He fills the Sun with Morning Li ght, 
He bids the Moon direct the Night: 
His Merciet en ſballianuure, tot 
When Suns and Moons:-ſhatl ſhine no more. 


5 The Jews He freed from Pharaoh's Hand, 
And brought them tothe promis'd Land: 
Wanders of Grace to God. beldng,. 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song, © 


6 He ſaw the Gentiles dead in 815 
And felt his Pity work; nr 
His Mercies euer ſhail endure 2 T 
. ben Death and Sin ſhall — more. 
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7 He ſent his Sox with Pow'r to ſave 
From Guilt and Darkneſs, and the Grave: 


Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


8 Through this vain World he guides our Feet, 
And leads us to his heav*nly Seat : 


His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 


IA ben this vain World ſhall be 10 more. 
PS AL M CXXXVI. Metre ili. 
1 G Thanks to Gon Moſt High, 


The univerſal Lox p; 


The ſov'reign King or KinGs, 


And be his Grace ador'd. 


His, Pow'r and Grace 
Are fill the fame ;- 35 
And let his Name 
Have endle leſs. Fag. | 


2 How mighty is his Hand! 
What Wonders hath He . 


He form'd the Earth and Seas, 


And ſpread the Heav'ns alone. 


Thy Mercy, Lox D, 
.S bolt Nil endure; 
And ever ſur. 
Hides thy Ward. 


3 His Wiſdom form'd the Sun, 
To crown the Day with Light ; 
The Moon, and twinkling Stars, 

me Night, | 


To:cheer:the darkſo 


1 


PSALM CXXXVI. 283 


His Pow'r /and,Grace ' » ©» ©< 
= fill. the. ſame Mott Te als 
And let his rt C \ MF 
© Have endleſs Praiſe.” MWg 


4 He ſaw the Nations lie 
All periſhing in Sin, 
And pity'd the ſad State 
The ruin'd Worid was in. + Tits 


Thy thro, 1 7 
Shall ill endure q | Ao. 211 C 
And ever ſure 177117 COP} 0 


NLP Word. a 


5 He ſent his Say . 
Io ſave us from our Wooe; 
From Satan, Sin, and Death, 
And ev'ry hurtful Foe. eve Ait 254 


His Pow'r and Grace SR, 
Are ſtill 5 87 f P 


-. 
Hans Y% 
— 


And let his _—_— 1 wy 
Have endleſs Feat, Ide HI 
6 Give Thanks cout to Gon, 1020 +. d 


To Gop the heay*nly Ken's: 16 Ks 
And let the ſpacious Eartn FF 1 
His Works and Glories fing. cara! 


Thy Mercy, Lox, * 
ball ill _— % win; * F 
Aud cuen ſurr rid Far  Y 
 Abides thy Mrd! | bot) Bit & 349 
SINSY'. VIGO YT CaJi0 db 
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PS ALM Cœxxxvfl. 
1 HEN we, out wearied Limbs to reſt, 
Sat down by proud Euphrates Stfeam, 
We wept with doleful Thoughts oppreſt, 
And Sion was our mournful Theme. 


2 Our Harps, that, when with Joy we ſung, | 
Were wont their tuneful Part to bear, 


With filent Strings neglected Hung 
On Willow Trees that wither'd there. 
Wer. YG 


eQ 10] . 

3 Mean while our Focg, who all conſpir'd 
To triumph in our ſlaviſi Wrongs/, 
Muſick and Mirth of us requir'd,. 
“Come, fing us one of Sion's Songs.“ 


4 How ſhall we tune guf Voice to ſing? 
Or touch our Harps with'Tkilful 'Hants ? 
Shall Hymns«bf*Þby te Goh our King 
Be ſung by Slaves in fdrèign Lands? 


5 O Salem, our once happy Seat N wat 
When I of thee forgetful prove, 
Let then my trembling Hand forget 
The ſpeaking Strings wich At to möpe. 


6 If I to mention thee forbear, logon 1 wir) e 


Eternal Silenge,ſeize, my, Tangue.; 8 
Or if I ſing onę, cheerful Air, 128 8 
Till thy Deliw rance is my Song. 
WI egen wy Gone 
y WNOIE Hear 74 an 
Th 8 Praiſe I will -prochaim +>. 
Before the Gods with Joy TI fingg\.i4. 
And bleſs thy holy Name. 


2 I 
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2 Il worſhip at thy ſacred Seat, 
And with thy Love inſpir'd, 


The Pralſes of thy Truth repeat, 
; Over all thy Works 2dmirtdy «1: 


3 Thou graciouſly inclir'sft thine Ear, 
When I to Thee did ery ::: 
And when my Soul was preſs'd with F, car, 
Didſt inward Strength ſupply. 


4 Fo or Gop, although enthron'd on wiede So 
Does thenee the Poor reſpest: f 
The Proud far off, his ſcorhful- E yo"! 
Beholds with- Jult Neglect. ob 2 84d. 


5 Though with Troubles am oppreſb d. A 3 
He ſhall my Foes diſarmpng J 
Relieve my Soul, When mot diſtreſs 4 
And keep me ſafe from Harm. 
6 The Df whoſe Mercies ever laſt, 
Shall f, my happy State; e 
And mindful of his Favours paſt, 
Shall his own Work — » 1 bh lend: a 


P S.A;L M. CXXXVII Metre i 
WIr. all LA Foy rs of Heart and 


L 
I'll prayſe my Mur in Segel 9 
Ang Fe Malk hear the Notes'Traiſe,'!'t ot 
Aba the Song, and join the Fraiſel 


2 Angels that make t thy Church their Care \ 
Shall witneſs my Devotions" there, 


While holy 2 direct my Eyes” 2E 
To thy fair | Tee (inn Skies ba. * 


42 
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3 I'll ſing thy Truth and Mercy, Loan, 
I'll ſing the Wonders of thy Word; 
Not all thy Works and Names below 
So much thy Pow'r and Glory ſhow. 


4 To Go I cry'd when Troubles roſe ; - 
' He heard me, * ſabdu'd my Faes : 
He did my riſing Fears control, 
And Strength diffus d through all my Soul. 


5 The Gop of Heav'n maintains his State, 


But frem his Throne dobends to ſee 
The Sons of humble Poverty. 


6 Amidſt a thouſand Snares I ſtand, 
Upheld and guarded by th Hand 
** Words — Soul revives 

keep my Die Faith alive. 


7 Grace will complete what Grace begins, 
To fave from yorrows, or from Sins: 


The Work that Wiſdom een 
Eternal Merey ne erforlakes, 


PSALM C XXXIX. Metre i. 


N all my vaſt Concerns, with Thee, 


In. vain my Squl would try 
To ſhun; thy Freſeuce, LOBPs or flee 


The Notiee of thine E x 
2 \ Hy Ring an 1 27 ſurveys | 


My I Walk: 1 nd tak. , 


Frowns on the Proud, and ſcorns the Great; 


PpS ALM CXXXIX. 287 
My Thoughts lie open to the Loxp 
Y 4 form'd within ; ; 


And ere my Lips pronounce the Word, 
He knows the Senſe I mean. 


4 O wondrous Knowledge, deep and high ! [ 
\ , Where can a Creature hide? 
Within thy circling Arms I hey 
Beſet on ev'ry Side. 


5 So let thy Grace ſurround me ſtil, 
And like a Bulwark prove, 
To guard my Soul from ev'ry Ill, 
Secur'd by ſov'ireign Love. | 


PART II. 


6 LO RD, where ſhall guilty Souls retire, 
| — and unknown ? | | 
In Hell they meet thy dreadful Fire, 
In Heav' n thy glorious Throne, 


- Should I ſuppreſs my vital Breath, * 
To 'ſcape the Wrath divine; 
Thy Voice would break the Bars of Death, 
And make the Grave reſign. 


8 If, — 4 with þ Beams 7 Morging-Light, 
Ercan e 
Hand which mi 12 my Flight, 
Won d ſoon betray 1 


5 
9 If o'er my Sins 1 think to draw 
The Curtains of the Ni ght; wi; 
Thoſs flaming 7 0 that . thy Law, 
Would turn the N to Light. | 
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Are both alike to Thee: | 
O may l ne er provoke that Pow'r Wan 
From which IIcanndt fle!!! 


in PART III. 


And alt my Fratne ſurvey, 
LoR n, 'tis thy Work; I. own thy Hand 
Thus built my, humble Clay. 


12 Ih 7 Hand my Heart and Reins polleſt 
here -utiborn Nature grew; 3 OL 
Thy Wiſdom all my Features trac'd, - 
Lad all my Members drew, 


I 3 Thine Eye with niceſt Care ſurvey” 'd 


Till the whole Scheme thy Thoughts Had 
Was copy d by thine Art. Tk 


14 Heav'n, Earth and Sea, and Fire and Wind, 

She w me thy wondrous Skill; : 
But I review myſelf,-and find WW A 

Diviner Wonders ſtill. N 5 047 vil 


15 Thine awful Glories round. me ſhine, 
My Fleſh proclaims thy Praiſe; "al 
Logo, to thy Works of Nature ein 
8 Thy Miracles of Grace." 4 ORE 71.1 


1 5 2 0 * 
5 4 R ; Iv. 
16 LORD, when. I count thy Mercies . © er, 
They ſtrike me with Surpriſe; 


Not all the Sands that ſpread the s Shoce © ; 
To equal Numbers riſe. We” 


7 


10 The Beams of Noon; the 0144-2: N 


II v H ney with' pleaſing Wonder fland, 


The Growth of ev'ry Part; laid, 
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17 My Fleſh with Fear and Wonder ſtands, 
The Product of thy Skill; 

And! hourly Bleflings om thy Hands 
FT hy Thoughts of Love reveal, 


18 Theſe on my Heart by Night I keep. 3 
How kind, how dear to me | 
O may the Hour that ends my Sleep 
wb "Still find my Thoughts with "Thee! 
( b 
b 8 A. L * Cxxxix. Metre! ii. 


ORD, Thou haſt ſearch'd and ſeen me 
through; | 
Thine Eye commands, with. piercing View, 
My riſing and my reſting Hours, 
My Heart, and leſh, with all. tl their Pow 5s. 


2 My Thoughts, beßte they are my own, 
Are to my God diſtinctly known; 
He knows the Words I mean to ſpeak, 


Ere from my op "ning Lips they AT. py 


3; Within thy circling Pow'r I ſtand”; 

On every Side I find thy Hand? T 
Awake, aſleep, at home, abroad, 11 
Lam ſurrounded ſtill with Gop. 


4 Amazing Knowledge, vaſt and ant 
What large Extent'! what lofty Height! 
My Soul, with all the Pow'rs L boaſt, 
Is in the boundleſs Proſpect loſt. 


"gre: theſe, Thaughts poſſeſs my! Breqfh,,,. 


Er er I raue, urge er I reſt ! 
Nor let weaker Pa Ins © 
Conſent to Sin, * Gop is there. ] 2 
N 3 


1804 
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, 7 1% bl 
5 COULD I fo falſe, ſo faithleſs prove 
Io quit thy Service and thy Love, 
Where, Lok p, could I thy Preſence ſhun, 
Or from thy dreadful Glory run: 


6 If up to Heav'n I take my Flight, Light; 
Tis there Thou dywell'ſt enthron'd in 
Or dive to Hell, there Vengeance reigns, 
And Satan groans beneath thy Chains. 
7 If mounted on a Morning-Ray, 
I fly beyond the Weſtern Sea, 
Thy ſwifter Hand would firſt arrive, 
And there arreſt thy Fugitive. 
8 Or ſhould I try to ſhun thy Sight 
Beneath the fpreading Veil of Night, 
One Glance of Thine, one piercing Ray, 
Would kindle Darkneſs into Day. 
9 The Veil of Night is no Diſguiſe, 
No Screen from thy all-fearching Eyes; 
Thy Hand can ſeize the Foes as ſoon 
. Through Midnight- Shades asblazing Noon. 


O may the A Thoughts poſſeſs my Breaſt f 

[0 may e J rave, where-eer'T reſt 1 

| Nor let my weaker Paſſions dare 

l Conſent to Sin, for Gop is there] _ 
e 

10 TWas from th) Hand my Gov, Tame; 
A Work of ſuch à cutious Frame; 
In me thy feaffal Wonders fine, 
And each proclaims thy Skill divine. 


3 OO ——— 


II 


12 


12 


1. 
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11 Thine Eyes did all my Limbs ſurvey, 
Which yet in dark Confuſion lay; 
Thou ſaw'ſt the daily Growth they took, 
Form'd by the Model of thy Book. 


12 By Thee my growing Parts were nam'd, 
And what thy ſov'reign Counſels fram'd,, 
The breathing Lungs, the beating Heart) 

as copy'd with unerring Art. 


13 To ſhew th' Almighty Maker's Name, 
_  Gop ſtamp'd his Image on my Frame, 
And by his wondrous Counſel join'd 
The finiſh'd Members to the Mind, 


14 There the young Seeds of Thought began, 
And all the Paſſions of the Man: | 
Great Gop, our Infant-Nature pays 
Immortal Tribute to thy Praiſe, | 


PART TV. 


15 LORD, fince in my advancing Age 

"Ive acted on Life's buſy Stage, 
Thy Thoughts of Love to me ſurmonnt 
The Pow*r of Numbers to recount, 


" 2x6 I could ſurvey the Ocean oer, 
And count each Sand that makes the Shore, 
Before my ſwifteſt Thoughts could trace 
The num 'rous Wonders of thy Grace, 

17 Theſe on my Heart are ſtill impreſt, 
With theſe I give my Eyes to feſt; 
And at my waking Hour T find 
Gov and His 2 poſleſs my Mind. 

I 1 | 
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CIS, PART Fam nig 1: 4 

18 MY Gb, what inward Grief I ea, 
When impious Men tranſgreſs thy Will! 


I mourn to hear their Lips profane | 
Take thy tremendous Name in vain. * 


| 9 D des not m ny Wat deteſt and hate 1 
Sons of Malice and Deceit? 
Thoſe that oppoſe thy Laws and Thee, 


] count them Enemies to me. h b 


20 A ſearch my Soul, try ey ry Thought ; ; 
Though my own Heart accuſe me not 
Windows $ in a falſe Diſguiſe, 
beg the Trial of thine Eyes. THESES 


21 Doth feeret Miſchief lurk within? | 
Dol indulge ſome unknown Sin? 1 
O turn my Feet, whene'er I ſtray, 4 
And lead me in thy perfect Way. 


PSALM CXL. 


PRESERVE me, Loan, from eraftyFocs 
Of treacherous Intent; 
Ane from the Sons of Violence 


Jn open Miſchief bent. ah 
2 Their land ring Tongues the Serpent” $ d 


In Sharpneſs do exceed; [ Sting 
Between their Lips the Gall of Aſps, 
And Adders' Hels, breed. 
3 But thus i inviron 0 with Diſtreſs, : 
4 Thou art my 9255 I aid, 


« T,0RD, hear my ſupplicati E 
* That calls to "Thee fc Sr Ai 
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4 © Permit not their. uſt, Deſigns „ „„ 
& To anſwer thei r Os 2 1 
Leſt they, encourag'd by Succeſs, | * 
S. To bolder Crimes Motte.” e 


5 Though Slander's Breath may raiſe a "RY | 
It quickly will deca 
Their Rage does but day Torrent ſwell, 
That bears themſelves away. 2 1 


14. 


6 Gov will aſſert the poor: Man's Cavs, 
And ſpeedy Succour give; 

The Juſt ſhall celebrate his Praiſe, = 

Andi in his Preſence IVE... 35 


* 


PSALM CXLL. 


I Y: Gr, accept my catly 125 6 
Like Morning-Incenſe in thine Houſe, 
And 12 my nightly. Worſhipfriſe 


Sweet as the Ev ning- Sacrifice. 1 
(tai)! 


2 Witch o'er my packs and hos. TH 


From Ev'ry raſh andheeflefs Word; 
Nor let my Feet inclint to tread 
The guilty. Paths where Sinners lead. T 


3 O may the Righteous; when 1 N 
Smite and reprove niy wand' ling "ef 
Their gentle Words, like Ointaiegt thed, 
Shall never bruiſe, hut cheer my Head. 


4 When I behold them preſt with G rich, 
11 ery to Heay'n for their Relie . 
And 95 war! Petitions 7 
How n le price 1 Ae 


PSALM CR Mei, | 2 
1 oO Gob I made my Sorrows Known, 
Tha Gop I ſought Relief; 
In long Complaints before his Throne 
I pour'd ont all my Grief. | | 3 
2 My Soul was overwhelm'd with Woes, | 
| Ii Heat began. to hreak 30... 
Go who all my Burdens knows, 
e Knows the Way I take. 
3 Onev'r Side I caſt mine Eye, 
And found my Helpers gone; 
While Friends and Strangers paſs'd me by 
Neglected, or unknown. : 
4 Then did I raiſe a louder Cry, 
And cald thy Mercies ner: 
Thou art my Poxriox when I die, 
« Be Thou my REFvce here.“ 
5 Loxp, I am brought exceeding low, 
Nowy let thine Ear attend, 
And make my Foes who vex me know 
„ Pre anAlmighty Fzxrend. | 4 
I 
Then shall I praiſe thy Name; 80 
And holy Men fhall join with me, 
Thy Kindaeſs'to proclaim, 
| PSALM CXLIL Weẽtre fi. 
s 2 T * 7 75 Faife muy Kilthble Cy 
. 1 Fim unfofd my moutntul Cale; 


* - 4 


0 
Proſträte before His Tröne 1 e, 
T fptete AR fapplIedts e Gras. 


— 
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2 While, plung'd in Sorrow, I endure 
Th' opprobrious Taunts of ſcornful Pride, 
How far my Sentiments are pure, 
Omniſcience, only, can decide. 


3 Around I caſt my wiſhful Eyes, 
Diſtreſs'd, abandon' d, and forlorn, 
But, to my Grief and ſad Surpriſe, 
Am anſwer d with Contempt and Scorn. 


4 No kindly Refuge or Retreat 
Invites my fainting Soul to Reſt ; z 
No ſoft Humanity I meet, KS 
No friendly Comforts make me bleſt. 


5 Indulge, 0 Gon my louder Cry; 
Chetifh nty Hope and foothe'my Fear 3 
Thou art my 7 reign Bliſs on high, 
Be Thou my Shield and Refuge here. 


6 While I beneath Affliction bow, 
To my pathetic Suit attend, 
And tet my Perſecutors know, 
Omnipotence is ſtill my Friend, 


7 Enlarge my Sphere, and ſet me ell 
From Priſon, Bondage, Guilt, and Shame; 
Then ſhall the Righteous join; yigh me, 


Thy kind Indulgence to proclaim 
P SAL N Be pb Metre i i. 


EAR, gra 1275 50 my fervent 
ina mm) 1 {Pray'r, 
Thy Trath and K hben e declare, 


And fave tne Rem on high. 
N 6 
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2 Remit my Guilt, nor call me forth A's 
In Judgment to appear; (© 
Since none of all the Tribes on Earth | 

Can in thy Sight, be clear. 


3 The Hand of unrelenting Pow'r 
My Happineſs: invades : - 
As Men that long have been no more, 
I grovel in the Shades 
4 Hence potent Griet and gloomy « Care ; 
My inward Peace deſtfoy: 
The black Intruſions of Deſpair | 
Cloud ev'ry Ae of Joy. 38 
gt {6h 
5 Let from the — of paſt Diſtreſs | 
Some Comforts. 1 derive.;.. 
The ancient Wonders of thy Grace. | 
My dying Hopes revive. 


6 To Thee 1 ſtretch Y Hands abroad, 
And raiſe my mental Pow'rs ; 
So thirſts the dry and parched Clod 
E or. the refreſhing 2 7 rs. 


7 Hear, o Gon, de quick to fave; 
My vital Strength decays: 
Thine Abſence — near the Mikes, 
While Grief conſumes my Days... 
- THD©..c.. 1118082. 
8 8 When balm Slee ur H 
Th e Fe impant m * . 
Deſeribe th Path T ought to Fark. 
' And fix. in my Heart, 


7 71 


I, 
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DN $I i lon! 7 | 


9 TO Thee my languid Soul apes) 
When threatning Foes engage; 
Vouchſafe to ſecond my Deſires, 
And diſconcert their Rage. 


10 Teach me to execute thy Will, 
My only ſov'reign Guide; 
FR bop me to thy ſacred i, 
Where endleſs Joys reſide. 


11 Quicken, O'Go»! and make me . 
Extinguiſh, all Deſpair; 
F and extricate my Soul, 
And diflipate my Care. 


12 Then, While thy Goodneſs mall Wie 
The Meafure of my Days, 
My grateful Soul ſhall prompt _ Tongue 
To celebrate thy Praiſe. 10 


P'S ALM 'CXLI!.. abb ii. 


M righteous Juncz,mjy raciousGop, 
Ms when I ſpread my] ands abroad, 


And cry for Succour from thy Throne; 
O make thy Truth and Mercy home! 


2 Lef Jud ment not againlt f me paſs 3. 
Behold thy Servant pleads thy 5 
Should Juſtice call us to thy Bar, 

No Man alive is guiltleſs there. 


3 Look'down'in Pity, Lox, and fee |-f * 
The mighty Woes that burden me: r 

Down to the Duſt my Life ĩs brought, 

| Like one long bury'd * forgot. 


7" 
= 
blk. 8 
* 
hs | 
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4 I dwell in darkneſs and unſeen; 
My Heart is deſolate within : 


And thirſt like parched Lands for Rain. 


6 In Thee I truſty to Thee I ſigh, 
And lift my heavy Soul on pligh.; | 


For Thee fit waiting all the Day, 


And wear the tireſome Houfs away. 


7 Break off my Fetters, Lok b, and ſhow 
Which is the Path my Feet ſhould go; 
If Snares and Foes beſet the Road, 
I 1 flee to hide me near my Go. 
8 Teach me te do thy holy Will, 

And lead me to thy heav'nly Hill; 

Let — good SPIRIT of thy Love 
Conduct me to thy Courts above. 


1 " 


4 


9 Then fall my Sal go more comphin; 


The Tempter then ſhall rage in vain; 
And Fleſh, that was my Foe before, 
Shall never vex my Spirit more. 


PSALM CXLIV, 


1 Von ever bleſſed be the Loxp, 
Fas: * 


P en my SHIELD 5 
He ſends his SPIRIT with his Word, 
To arm me for the Field. 14 


2 


My Thoughts in muſing Silence trace 
The afictent Wonders of thy Grace. 
5 Thence I detive 4 Glimpſe of Hope, 


To bear my ſinking Spirits up; 
I ftretch 1 Foods to Gop again, 
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2 When Sin and Hell their Force unite; 
He makes my Soul his Care. 
Inſtructs me to the heav'nly Fight, 
And guards me through the War. 


3 A Friend and Helper ſo divine, 
Does my weak Courage raile ; 

He mak he glorious Vict'ry mine, 
And His ſhall be the, Prazle., L.! 


PART. II. 


4 LORD, 'what is Man, povr rate Man 
Borh of the Earth at firſt 2; | 
His Life a Shadow, Iight and _—_ 

Still haſting to the Duſt. 


5 O what is feeble, dying Man, 
Or any of his Race, , K 

That Gop ſhould make it his Conedra 5 
To vifit him with Grace? 


6 That Gov whs darts his Lighthings down; 
Wbo ſhakes the Worlds above 

And Mountains tremble at his F rown 3 
How wondrous is his Love! 


PR T III. 


7 HAPPY the City, where their 8on 
= un round a Palace > ad 

nd Daughters, bright as poliſh'd Stones, 
Give Strength arid Fran aty to the State. 


the Country Where the Sheep, | 
| Happy and Oats A lar nad "P 
Where Men ſecutely work or fleep, 
Nor Svits bf Plunder break tlie . 


{ 
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9 H 
But more divinely blefs*d are thoſe 
On whom the All. ſufficient o 

Himſelf with all his Grace beſtows. /. 


PSALM CXLV. Metre i. 
1 T ONO (as 1 five Til ble thy Natme, 
My Kirxe,'my Gop of Love; 


My Work and Joy ſhall be the ſame, 
? Ia the bright World above. fir 2. 


= 


* [AC] 
2 Great is the Lox p, his Pow'r unknown, 
And let his Praiſe be great: 11 

I'll ſing the Honours. of thy Throne, 
Thy Works of Grace repeat. 


3 Thy Grace ſhall dwell upon my Tongue 
And while my Lips rejoice,; 
The Men that hear my ere Song, 
0. Shall join their cheerful. Voice. 


4 Fathers to Sons ſhall teach thy Name, 
And Children learn thy Ways; 
Ages to come thy Fruth proclaim; 

And N ations lound thy Praiſe. 
5 Ta e e ancient Date, 
Shall through the World be known; 
Thine Arm of Pow'r thy heav'nly State, 
Mich public Splendor en. 


6 Thę. World is manag'd by thy Hands, 
© Thy are are rul'd by Lee 
And thine eternal Kingdom ſtands, _ 

Though Rocks and Hills remove. 


y the Nation thus endow' d,. 


6 


1 


PSALM [OR gor 
PART II. [Ea 


7 SWEET is the Mem'r. of th | Grace, 
My Gop, my heav*nly KIS 
Let Abe to Age thy Righteouſneſs' 
In Sounds of Glory ſing: 


8 Gov'b gns on high, but not confines 
His ode t to the Skies; ſhines, 
Through the whole Earth his he 18 5 


399 


And ev'ry Want ſupplies. 11 


9 Wich longing Eyes th ce wait 
On Thee for daily Food, 
Thy lib'rat Hand provides their ns, 
And fils their Mouths with Good. 


10 How kind are thy Compaſſions,, "32am . 
How flow thine Anger moves 

But ſoon He ſends his pard'ning Word 
To cheer the Souls He loves. 


11 Creatures, with all their endleſs Race, 
Thy Pow'r and Praiſe proclaimm; 
But Saints, that taſte thy richer Grace, 
92 1 hx to bleſs thy Name. 


Nee 


12 LE T er Tongue thy Goodneſs ſpeaks, 
Thou ſov' reign Lokbp of All: * 
Toy ſtrength'ning Hands uphold theWeaky | 
nd raiſe the Poor that fall. | 


13 When Sorrow bows the Spirit down, | 
2 Virtue lies diſtreſt 
neath ſome proud Oppreſſor's Frown, 
Ihocu giv'ſt "the Mourners Reſt, - 
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14 The Loxp.fipports our tdtt'ring Days, 
And guides our giddy Youth : 
* Holy and juſt are all his Ways, 
And all his Wards are 'Truth. 


15 He knows the Pains his Servants feel, 
He hears his Children cr 

And their bet Withes- to fulfil. _ 

Wo en His Grace is ever nigh. N 


16 His Mercy never ſhall remove 
From Men of Heart ſincere; 
He faves the Souls, whoſe humble Love 
Is join'd with holy Fear. 


17 My Lips ſhall dwell upon his Praiſe, 
And ſpread his Fame abroad: 
Let all the Sons of Adam raiſe 

Ihe Honours of their God. 


PSALM CXLV. Metreii. 


1 NF Y Gon, my K1xG, thy various Praiſe 
AVE Shall fill the Remnant of my Days: 
Thy Grace employ my humble Tongue 

Till Death and Glory raiſe the Song. 


2 The Wings of ey'ry Hour ſhall bear 
Some thankful Tribute to thine Ear; 
And ev'ry ſetting Sun ſhall ſee 
New Works of Duty done for Thee. 
3 Thy Truth and: Juſtice I' proclaim ; 
y Bounty flows, an endlels Stream; 
Ihy Mercy ſwift, thine Anger flow, 
But dreadful to the ſtubborn Foe. 


ſe 


S > 
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4 Thy Works with, ſov'reign Glory, ſhine, 
And ſpeak thy Majeſty divine; © © 


Let Britain Cel her Shores proelaim 


The Sound and Honour of thy Name. 


5 Let diftant Times and Nations raife 
57 he long Succeſſton of thy Praiſe; 

And unborn Ages make my Song wy 
The Joy and Labour of their Tongue. 


6 But Who ca ſpeak thy Wondrous Detds ? 


Thy Greatneſs all our Thouphts exceeds ; 
Vaſt and unſearchable thy Ways, 
Vaſt and immortal be thy Praiſe. 


"PSALM CXEV. Mette ii. 
I 183 will I blefs, 1 my Gop and KinG, 


Nor eeaſe thy Wondrous Atts' Rage 
From earlieſt Mert to lateſt Eve 
Thy Pros on my Tongue ſhall live : 
While Rieheoiiſiel a beundleſs wi 


My Heart inflame, my Songs improve. 


2 One Chorus of perpetual Praiſe 


To Fhee thy various Works fhall raiſes 
- 7 Saints to Thee in Hymns i 

The LI ranſports of a * Heart 3 "Wok 
The Glories of th: Tas dom tell, 

And on thy be ny; = ſweetly dwell. 


3 Ye Souls among his Saints errell'4; - 


In Gop. your ſure Defence behold, . 
Whoſe Promile Truth eternal guides 3 5 


Whoſe Mercy Fer, ee pre ſides; 


o gives the Humble, bow'd with Wor, 
His all oppor 98 to know. 


£59 1 3041 J 
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\ PRAISE the Lox p, and thou, my Shul, 
For ever bleſs his Name; : 
His wondrous, Love, while Lite ſhall laſt, 
My. conſtant Praiſe ſhall claim. J 


2 On Kings, the greateſt Sons of Men, 8 


Let none for Aid rel? 
They cannot ſave in dang?rous Times, 
Nor timely Help apply. 


3 Depriv'd of Breath, to Duſt they turn, 
And there negleRed he; 
And, all their Fhoughts and vain Deſigns 
"Together with them die. 


| | — 
4 Then, happ hho Jacob's Goo 
For his Protector takes 
Who ſtill, with well-plac d Hope, che Lozp 


8 His conſtant Refuge makes. 
5 The Lon who made both Heay 'nandEart 
And All that they contain, 50 2 
Mill never quit his ſteadfaſt Truth, 
Nor make his Promiſe vain. 


6 The Poor oppreſs d from all their Wikis 
Are eas'd by his Decree: 
He gives the Rar needful mel 
And ſets the Pris' ners free. SY 


7 The Gov, that does in Shit, , A 
Is our eternal KinG : - 
2 1 Age to Age his Reign endures 
| © Al his Praiſes g n 95 


4 


£* 


5 
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7 praiſe my Mages with my Breath 
nd when my Voice is loſt in Death, 

Bae ſhall employ my nobler Pow'rs:: 

"M Days cf Praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, , 
hile Life, and Thought, and * laſt, 


Or Immortality endures. 


2 Why ſhould I make a Man my Truſt? 
Princes muſt. die and turn to Duſt: "&T. 
Vain is the Help of Fleſh and Blood; 
Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Pogy r, 
And Thoughts, all vaniſh in an Hour; 
Nor can they make their Promiſe 97 


3 Happy the Man hole Hope s rely 
On Mels Gop:— He — the Sky; 
And Earth, and Seas, with all their Hain: - 
His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure : 
He faves th Oppreſs*d;/he feeds the Poor; 
And none ſhalt find his Promiſe vain. 


e ER T. aba 2 0. 


4 32 an 
4 THE Loxp hath Eyes to give the Blind; 
The Eox p ſupports the 2 Mind. 
He ſands the lab'rin Conſcience Peae 3 3 
He helps the Strange — 4 Diſtroſs, = | 
The Widow: And ane Fatharleſs, 594 21; 


And grants 1 * ner ſweet Releaſe, * 


5 He loves his Slate : Wr them well, 
But turns the Wicked down to Hell- 
Thy Goo, O Zion, ever reigns: jo. 

Let © 'ry'T 0 17 ey,ry Ager. 
nd thig e alted Work. engage; 4 * 


Praiſe Him in _ aſting Strains, 
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6 I'lI 1 Him while He lends me Breath; | 
when my Voice is loſt in Death, 
gene ſhall employ my nobler Powers: 
LON” of Praiſe all ne'er'be paſt, £ 
hile Life, and Thought, and e 7 
| Or Immortality" endures. | 
p SA L M- OXLVI. - Metre ill. 


E Sons of Zion, praiſe. the Lox p, 
Come Wa dur Songs in ſweet Accord ; 
Awake, m » awake and j oin 
The fac del ys Hyma j in Notes divine. 


2 The Praiſes of my Gov 40d KING 
(While TLhave Lifs or Breath to/ſipg) 
Shall fill my Heart, and tune my Tongue, 
Vill. Hear'n improve the bliſsful Seng 


3 Happy the Men, whoſe Hapes divipe | 
Qu i Gvardian-Gop recline | - 
Who can with ſa = Tranſport lay, 
This Gop is ine, my Help, Ip, my Stay. 


n Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, declare his Name ; 

: He built and fill'd their ſpacious Frame; 
But o'er: Creation's: faireſt Lines 
ey . Truth ne 1 


Us | 1571 12 £ 272 * 


i 35 © 4 : 


5 - TO fig kites Kat clos· d in Night, 
The Ton fee, the Joys of Light; 
The hungry Poor his Hand ſuſtains, 


And brea e eece Captiye' 8 Chains, 


Fs 


PSALM. CxLVI. 


6 Thro' diſtant Regions ns to roam, 
In Him the Stranger finds a Home; 
Tis His, the Orphan's Breaſt to cheer, 
And wipe the Heart-ſwola Widow's Fore 


397 


7 But Vengeance waits the impious Race 
Who hate his Laws, and ſcorn his Grace; 
Their, Ways to ſure den yt 
And all their Hopes in Ruin end 


8 The Lox ſhall reign for ever KI, 
And Ags to Age his ny fing; rn 
Thy Gop, O O happy Zion, reigns, . 
Re und his Prat 4 in Joyful Strains. 1 


P 8 AL M  CXLVIL | Metre i, 


2 ITH Songs and Honours 7 


Agdreſs. the Lax p on high: 
O Heavns' He ſpreads his is 
. And Waters veil the Wy 
He ſends. his Show'rs of B eflings down) 
To cheer the Plains below; 
He makes the Graſs the Mountains crown, 
And Cora in at. an 00 | 


2 He gives the grazing Ox We Meat, 
e bears the Ravens c 


But Man, who taſtes his toaſt Wheat, + 
Should raiſe his Honours vie 


- = 
' — 


His ſte C « the Fa 
AE ont 7 N 70 
* the Sun cur hore hix Race, 
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3 His hoary F roſt, his fleecy Snow, 
Deſcend arid clothe the Ground; 
2 liquid Streams forbear to flow, nike 
n eb 
E from his dreadful 5 on high, 
ours the rattling Hai! 
The 20780 that e his Gba defy, 
Shall find his Courage fail. 


4 He ſends his Word and melts the IA 

The Fields no longer mourn ;.. / | | 

He calls: the warmer Gales to blow, | 5 
And bids the Spring return: 

The changing Wind, the flying Cloud, 
Obey his might Word z 

With £1 and Ho onours ſounding loud, 
Praiſe ye the ſoy*reign Loo. T 


m SAM. cru. Viere i | 


PHI 78 Lore = "tera Pac 


and V. oices in his Praiſe: 
His "take, 8 155 his Works invite 


To make this Buty our Delight. % | 


2 The Lonp builds 2g N oo 
And 88 51 Nations td pr 911 
is Mercy . mel! ts the bborn So 165 
And makes the N Spirit bor Soh 
71010 $1151 bon 
3 He form'd the Fr thoſe heav*nly Flames; ; 
He counts their Numbers, calls weird ames; 
His Wiſdom's vaſt, and xnows no Bound, 
A Deep where al dur Fdoughts are dron' d. 
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4 Great is our LokD, and great his Might, 
And all his Glories infinite : 


He crowns the Meek, rewards the Juſt, 
And treads the Wicked to the Duſt. 


. 


5 SING to the Lord, exalt Him high, 
Who ſpreads his Clouds around the Sky; 
There he prepares the fruitful Rain, 
Nor lets the Drops deſcend in vain. 


6 He makes the Graſs the Hills adorn, 
And clothes the ſmiling Fields with Cornt 
The Beaſts with Food his Hands ſupply, 
And the young Ravens when they cry, 


7 What is the Creature's Skill or Force ? 
The (prightly Man, the warlike Horſe? 
The nimble Wit, the active Limb, 

All are too mean Delights for Him. 


8 But Saints are lovely in his Sight: 
He views his Children with Delight: 
He ſees their Hope, He knows their Fear, 
And looks, and loves his Image there. 


3 
ꝙ PRAISE ye the Lox p: O bliſsful Theme, 
To ſing the Honours of his Name! 
»Tis Pleaſure, tis divine Delight, 
And Praiſe is lovely in his Sight. 
10 He ſpeaks ! and ſwiftly from the Skies 
To Earth the ſov'reign Mandate flies ; 


Obſervant Nature hears his Word, 
And bows obedient to her LORD 


O 
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11 Now thick deſcending Flakes of Snow, 
O'er Earth a fleecy Mantle throw ; 
Now glitt'ring Froſt, o'er all the Plains, 
Extends its univerſal Chains, 


12 At his fierce Storms of icy Hail 
The ſhiv'ring Pow'rs of Nature fail ; 
Before his Cold, what Life can ſtand, - 
Unſhelter'd by his Guardian-Hand ! 


13 He ſpeaks! The Ice and Snow obey, 
And Nature's Fetters melt away ; 
Now vernal Gales ſoft riſing blow, 
And murm'ring Waters gently flow, 


14 Put nobler Works his Grace record, 
To 2 Sons He ſends his Word; 
Ve favour'd Tribes, your Voices raiſe, 
And bleſs your Gop in Songs of Praiſe. 


PSALM CXEVIIL Metrei. 


I RAISE ye the Lok, immortal Choir, 
That fill the Realms above, 
Praiſe Him who form'd you of his Fire, 
And feeds you with his Love. 


2 Shine to his Praiſe, ye cryſtal Skie 
| The Floor of his Node 2 
Or veil in Shades your Thouſand Eyes, 
Before your brighter G. 
3 Thou reſtleſs Globe of golden Light, 
Whoſe Begms create our Days, 
Join with the Silver-Queen of Night, 
To own your borrow'd Rays, 


IO 
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4 Winds, ye ſhall bear his Name aloud 
1 hrough the ethereal Blue ; 
For when his Chariot is a Cloud, 
He makes his Wheels of Jou. 


5 Thunder and Hail, and Fires and Storms, 
The Troops of his Command, Kh 
Appear in all your dreadful Forms, 
And ſpeak his awful Hand. 


6 Shout to the Lon, ye ſurging Seas, 
In your eternal Rar; 
Let Wave to Wave a bis Praiſe, 
And' Shore reply. tg ſp” 


7 While Monſters en d on te Flood, 
In ſcaly Silver ſhine, 
Speak terribly thai Maker-Gop, 
And laſh, Ong Brine. Meg 5 


8 But gentler Things ſhall tune his Name 
To ſofter Notes than theſe 

: Young Zephyrs breathing oeh the Stream, | 

Or ies f ring through the Trees. 


9 Wave tall Heads, ye lofty Pines, 


* To:Him that bids you grow::.... - 
Sweet Cluſters bend the fruitful Vines © 


On ev'ry eh Bougn. 


10 Let the ſhrill Birds his Ebb ale 
And climb the Morning-Sk y 
While grov'ling, Beaſts attempt his Praiſe 
In hoarſer r un 
5 0 2 > 1156.0 
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11 Thus while the meaner Creatures fing, 
Ye Mortals, take the Sound; 
Echo the Glories of your KING 
Through all the Nations round. 


"PS ALM CxL Vn. Metre ii. 


I AE LELUFAH! kneel and ſing 
Praiſes to the heav'nly KING; 
To the Gon ſupremely great, 
Hallelujah in the Height. 
2 Praiſe Him, archangelic Band, 
Ye that in his Preſence ſtand; 
. Raptur'd Spirits of his Train, 
All whom Heav'n's vaſt Hoſts contain, 
3 Praiſe Him Sun at each Extreme, 
Orient Streak and weſtern Beam, 
Moon and Stars of myſtic Dance 
Silw'ring in the blue Expanſe. 
4 Praiſe, the Lox p on Earth's Domains, 
And the Mutes the Sea contains; 
Ye that on the Surface leap, - 
And the Dragons of the Deep. 
5 Batt'ring Hail and Fires that glow, 
"Steaming Vapours, plumy Snow, 
Wind and Storm (his Wrath incurr'd) 
Wing'd and pointed at his Word. 


6 Mountains of enormous Scale, 
Ev'ry Hill, and ev'ty Vale, 
Fruit- Trees of a thouſand Dyes, 
Cedars that perfunie the Skies. 
2 


«I 
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7 Beaſts that haunt the Woodland-Maze, 
Nibbling Flocks, and Droves that graze, * 
Reptiles of amphibious Breed. 
Feather'd Millions form'd for Speed. 


8 Kings and Nations of the Earth; 
Judges, all of princely Birth, 
Youthful Bands and Virgin Choir, 

Liſping Babe, and hoary Sire. 


* i”) 
9 Saints, exalted by his Arm, , +» 
Chief, the heay'nly Theme ſhould warm, 
All, in one great Chorus join; | 
Praiſe, O praiſe the Name divine. 


PSALM CXLVUI. Metre iii, 


* 


1 RESIN my Soul, th' exalted Lay, 


Let each enraptur d Thought obey, 
And praiſe th' Almighty's Name: 
Lo! Heav'n and Earth, and Seas and Skies, 
In one melodious Concert riſe, '-. _ 

To ſwell th' inſpiring Theme. 


2 Ye Fields of Light, celeſtial Plains, 
Where gay tranſporting Beauty reigns, 
Ye Scenes divinely fair; | 
» Your MAK RR's wondrous Pow'r proclaim, 
Tell how He form'd your ſhining Frame, 
And breath'd the fluid Air. | 


3 Ye Angels, catch the thrilling Sound; 
While all th* adoring Thrones around 
His boundlefs Mercy img; © 
Let ev'ry lifPning Saint above 
Wake all the tuneful Soul of Lore, 
And touch the ſweeteſt String. 


O 3 
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4 Join, ye loud Spheres, the vocal Choir; ; 
Thou, dazzling Orb of liquid Fire, 

The mighty Chorus . 
Soon as grey 45 ning gilds the Plain, 
Thou, Moon, protract the melting ie, 

And _ eber in the Shade, 


5 Thou Heav's n of Heav'ns, his vaſt Abode; ; 
Ye Clouds, proclaim your forming Gop, 
Who call'd yon Worlds from Night; 
«Ye See Hall” ＋thꝰ ETER NAI. laid z 
At once th? Feet Darkneſs fled, 
And Na ature ſprung to —__ 


-6 Whate'er a Waun World contains, 
1 hat wings the: Ai#, that inis the P, 
Vnited Praife beſtow: | 
'Ye Dragons, ſound' his awful Name 
t 6 Heav'n aloud 5; and roar Acclaim, 
Ye ſwelling Deeps below. INT * 


7 Let ev'ry Element rejoice : 1 

Ye Thunders, burſt with awful Voice - 

To Him who bids ens“ 

His Praiſe in ſofter, Notes declare, , 

Fach whiſp'ring Breeze of yielding Tir, 
And breathe it to the Soul. 


8 To Him, ye graceful Cedars, "MAP ; 
Ve tow'rivg Mountains bending low, 
Your great CREATOR On; 
Tell, when affrighted Nature ſhook, 
How Sinai kindſed at his Look, 
And ee at his Frown. n. 


10 


I: 
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9 Ye Flocks that haunt the humble Vale, 
Ye Inſects flutt'ring on the Gale 
In mutual Concourſe riſe ; - - / 
Crop the gay Roſe's vermil Bloom, 
And waft its Spoils, a ſweet Perfume, 


In Incenſe to the Skies, 


10 Wake, all ye mounting Tribes, and ſing ; 
Ye plumy Warblers of the Spring, 
armonious Anthems raiſe 17. 
To Him who ſhap'd your finer Mould, 
Who tipp'd your glitt'ring Wings with 
And tun'd your Voice to Praiſe, [Gold, 


11 Let Man, by nobler Paſſions ſway'd, 
The feeling Heart, the judging Head, 

In heav'nly Praiſe employ; | 
Spread his. tremendous Name around, 
Jill Heav'n's broad Arch rings back the 

The gen'ral burſt of Joy. [Sound, 


12 Ye, whom the charms of Grandeur pleaſe, 
Nurs'd on the-downy Lap of Eaſe; 
Fall proſtrate at his Throne: 
Ye Princes, Rulers, all adore; 

» Praiſe Him, ye Kings, who makes your 

An Image of his ,w-.m. [Pow'r 


13 Ye Fair, by Nature form'd to move, 
O praiſe th” eternal Source of Love, 
With: Youth's enliv'ning Fire; 
Let Age take up the tuneful Lay, 
Sight his) bleſs'd Name then ſoar away, 
And aik era Lyre., 'T aQ 
4 
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PS ALM CxLIX. Metre i. 


* that love the Loxp rejoice, 

let your Songs be new; 

Amt the Church with cheerful Voice 
His later Wonders ſheẽw. 

The Jews, the People of his Grace, 
Shall their REDEEMER ſing; 

And Gentile Nations join the Praiſe, 
While Zion owns her KING. 


2 The Loxp takes Pleaſure in the Juſt, 

Whom Sinners treat with Scorn: 

The Meek that lie deſpis d in Duſt 
Salvation ſhall adorn. 

Saints ſhould be joyful in their RING, 
E'en on a dying Bed; 

And like the Souls in Glory ſing, 
For Gop ſhall raiſe cx Haw 


3 Then his high Praiſe ſhall fill their Tongue, 

"i Their Hands hall wield: the Sword; 
And Vengeanee'ſhall attend their Songs, 
The Vengeance of the Lond. 

Wben CRHRIT his udgment-Seat aſcends, 
And bids the World appear, 

Thrones are prepar'd for all his Friends 


Who NAP or's Him here. 


4 Then ſhall they rüde with Iron-Red 
Nations that dar d rehel 5 
And join the Sentence of their Go. 
On Tyraats * to Hell. 
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The Royal Sinners bound in Chains, 
New Triumphs ſhall affard : 
Such Honour for the Saints remains: 
Praiſe ye and love the Lok D. 


PSALM CXLIX. Metre ii. 


I (8 E praiſe the Lok n, ye tuneful Bands, 
Ye Saints aſſembled in his Name; 
New Streams of Joy your Gop demands, 
New Mercies all your Praiſes claim. 


2 Let Hrael's Tribes, with Bleſſings crown'd, 
Their Gop, their mighty Maker ſing ; 
And Sion's Sons with Joy reſound 
The endlefs Glories of their KINO. 


3 He bends complacent to your Praiſe, 
Your Gon approves the beſt Employ; 
The thankful Meek his Love will raiſe 


To Crowns' of everlaſting Joy. 
4 O let the Saints aloud rejoice, _ 


And Sounds of Glory fill the Song ; 
All Day let Rapture tune their. Voice, 
And Night the bliſsful Strain prolong. 
PSALM CXEIX. Metreiit. 
I, O PRAISE ye the Loxn, 
/ Prepare your glad Voice, 
His Praiſe in the great 
Aſſembly to ſing: © | 
In Cnxlsr the REDEEMER, _ 
Let Iſrael rejoice; _ 
And Children of Sion 
Be glad in their RING, 
O05 | 
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2. Let them his great Name 
Extol in their Songs; 
With well tuned Hearts 
His Praiſes expreſs ;:/. - 

Who liſtens with Pleaſure 
Too hear their glad Tongues, 
And waits with Salvation 

The Humble to bleſs. 
3 With Glory adorn'd, 
His People ſhall ſingg 
To Gop, who their Beads 
With Safety does ſhield ; 
Such Honour and Triumph 
His Favour ſhall bring; 
O therefore; for ever 0 
1 20 | - as r Him yield. 


P S-A LM CL. Metre i. 


1 IN Gop's own Houſe pronounce his Praiſe, 
His Grace He there reveals; 
T6 Heav'n your, Joy and Wonder raiſe, 
For there his Glory dwellis. 
BER ELEES Mt 72 
2 Let all your ſacred Paſſions move, 
While you rehearſe his Leeds; 
But the great, Work of ſaving Love 
Your higheſt Praiſe exceeds. . * 


3 All that bave Motion, Life, and Breath, 
Proclaim your MAKE bleft 3 
Yet when my Voice, expires in Death, 
My Soul ſhalt praife Him beſt. 


1 
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PS ALM CL. Metre ii. 
I RAISE the Loxp, who reigns above, 
Vet will deign to dwell below ; 
Praife the holy God of Love, 
Thankful, all his Greatneſs ſhew : 
Praiſe Him for his noble Deeds, 
Praiſe Him for his matchleſs Pow'r; . 


Him, from whom all Good proceeds, 
All in Heav'n and Earth adore. 


2 Publiſh, ſpread to all around 
Great Jenovan's glorious Name; 
Let the Triumpet's joyful Sound. 
Him the LoRx D of Hoſts proclaim : 
Praiſe Him ev'ry tuneful String, | 
All the, Reach of heav'nly Art, 
All the Pow'rs of Muſic bring, 
Sweeteſt Muſic of the' Heart. Ts 


3 Him in whom they move and live, 
Let the Race of Creatures ſing, 
Glory to their MAKER give, 
Humbleſt Homage to their KING 1 
Hallow'd be his Name beneath z ; 
As in Heav'n, on Earth ador'd; * 
Praiſe the Lord in ev'ry Breath; _ 
Ev'ry Creature praiſe the Lond. 
PSALM CL. Metre wit. 
; l . » i os COT | > 4 a 
1 PRAISE the Loꝝp in that bleſt Place, 
= From whence his Goodneſs large hyflows; 
Praiſe Him in Heav'n, where He his Face 


Unveil'd in 9 Glory ſhows. 
b 
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2 Praife Him for all the mighty Acts 6 
Which He in eur Behalf has done; 
His Kindneſs this Return exacts, | 
With which our Praiſe ſhould equal run. 


3 Let all, who vital Breath enjoy, | 
The Breath he does. to them afford, 
In juſt Return of Praiſe employ ; 
Let ev'ry Creature praiſe the Lon. 


PSA L M CL. Metre iv. 


x OSANNA |! praiſe the Logo, and bleſs 
According to his Holineſs, [ 
And let your Praiſes tow'r.; 
O bleſs Him in ſublimeſt Strains, 
Where in the Firmament He reigns 
Of his exalted P] ‚pꝙ ͥ’ O) 


2 The Works of his e Hand, 
Which on eternal Record ſtand, 
With thankful Hymns review; 
On his majeſtic Glory dwell, 
Whoſe Rays all ener excel, 
And give the Praiſes due. 


3 Let all Things that have Life and Breath, 
In Heav'n above, in Earth beneath, 
To Curisr their Tribute bring; 
© puaiſe Him; for to Him belongs 
The Breath which modulates your Sougs,— 
The Heart inſpir d to ſing. 


2 
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| h Metre i. 191% 
I (IVE to the FaTtrer Praiſe, 
Give Glory to the Sox, 


And to the SIR Ir of his Grace 
Be equal Honour done, 


"Metre ii. 


2 FaTnzs, Son, and Hory GygosT, 


The Gap whom we adore, 
Be Glory, as it was, is now, 
And ſhall, be evermore. 


| Metre Ill, "- Wk 3M: flow, 
3 — God, from whom all Bleſſings 
Praiſe Him all Creatures here below, 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly Hoſt, 
Praiſe FATHER, Sox, and HoLy Ghost. 


Metre iv. 


4 = th* eternal THREE be giv'n 
Praiſę on Earth, and Praiſe in Heav'n ; 
Such as was through Ages paſt, 
Is, and ſhall for ever laſt. 


Metre v. 
N 


OW to the great and ſacred TRR EER, 
The Far Son, and SP1RIT be 
Eternal Praiſe ad ory giv'n, 
Thro' all the Workds where Gop is known, 
By all the Angels near the Throne, 
And all the Saints in Earth and Heav'n, 


' 
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6 TMUMORTAE Honours, endleſs Fame, 
Attend th' Almighty FaTarER's Name: 
The Saviour Sog be olorify'd | 
Who for loſt Man's Redemption dy'd, 
And equal Adoration -be, | 
Eternal COMFORTER, to Thee, 


Metre vii. 
2 Gop the FarHER's Throne 


Perpetual Honours raiſe ; 
Glory to Gop the Sp; 
To Gop the SPIR1T Praiſe, 


on With all our Pow'rs, 5 
Eternal King; G 2 
TDhy Name we ſin g ; 

While Faith adores, | 


TABLE TO THE PSALMS. 


l . i x64 #4 \ - Page 
BOVE theſe Heav'n's created Rounds * 62 
Almighty Father ! good and kind . . >a 
Almighty Maker of my Frame ; . » 67 
All People that on Earth do dwell # I 6 193 
All ye that love che Lord rejoicde 6 316 
Among th' Aſſemblies of the Great . . 147 
Are all the Foes of Sion Fools. 5 . 9 
Ariſe, my gracious God Sf GH ws 21 . 2 
Ariſe, O King of Grate, ariſe . . 273 
As pants the Hart for cooling Streams . - 74 
As pants the Hart for. cooling Springs . . 75 
As the poor Hart, tir'd in the Chace . f 14 £96 
Awake, ye Saints, to praiſe your King . s 278 
B. 4 


Before Jehovah's awful Throne 
Before thy Throne, whoſe*Eyes can read . 
Begin, my Soul, th' exalted Lay . 
Behold the Fool, whoſe Heart denies . 
Behold the lofty Sky. ol 1 bool go! 
Behold the Morning Sun "reid 
Behold the ſtately. Cedar ſtands | 1 

Be hold the ſure Foundation Stone rg 
Behold us, Lord, with willing Feet 
Behold thy waiting Servant, Lord L 
Beſt Inftruftor, from thy Ways g 12 
Be Thou my Judge : thy ſearching Les 4913/4 5 
Bleſs, O my Soul, the living God 29 
Bleſt are the Souls that hear and know (58 
Bleſt are the Undefil'd in Heart 
Bleſt be thy Name, eternal Lord © *,- 0 
Bleſt is the Man, for ever bleſs e 
Bleſt is the Nation where the Lore | 
Bleſt Object of my SouPs Deſire bs © 
Bleſt Prince of Righteouſneſs and Peace 
Bleſt who with gen*'raus Pity: glows 
By Morning Light I'll ſeek his Face 
BY Thee ae phe the 1 and Day 


ky oy 


Came praiſe the Lord, ye tuneful Bands 501 | 
Come ſaund his Praiſe abzoad »& 4% S10gt KG BY Ml 


s © 
- 


* 
# 


324 TABLE To Tur 
my Sorrows, Lord 
Could I fo falſe, ſo faithleſs prove 
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pay, my God, without Delay 


Conſider all 


xalt the Lord our Gd 
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Far as thy Name is known 


Father, I bleſs thy gentle Hand 


Father, ] ſing thy wondrous Grace 
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For ever. bleſſed be the Lord. 
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ſpeaks; and lo, a burning Waſte 
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Cod the Heav'ns aloud proclaim 


at Cod, indulge my humble C 


| Heea God, attend while Zion fi 


reat God, when thy fierce Fury — 
Great God, whoſe univerſal Sway 


+Gpeat is, the Lord, his Works of Might 


:(Gxeat is the Lord our Cod 


. 
Give Thanks to God Moſt High. 
Give Thanks to God, the ſov'reign Lord 
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